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|  '  ”  •  To  the  moft  Illuftrious  Prince 

WILLIAM, 

DUKE,  MARQUIS,  and  EARL 

O  F 

Newcaftle,  dec. 


May  it  pleafe  your  Grace, 

TH  E  Favours  have  been  fo  many  and fo  great ,  which  your  Grace* s 
unwearied  Bounty  has  conferred  upon  me ,  that  I  cannot  omit  this 
opportunity  of  telling  the  World ,  how  much  1  have  been  obliged, 
and  by  whom.  My  Gratitude  will  not  fujfer  me  to  fmother  the 
favours  in  filence  ;  nor  the  Pride  they  have  rais'd  me  to ,  let  me  conceal  the 
Name  offo  excellent  a  Patron.  The  honour  of  being  favoured  by  the  Great 
Newcaftle,  is  equal  with  any  real  Merit ,  lam  fure  infinitely  above  mine. 
Tet  the  encouragment  I  receive  from  your  Grace,  is  the  certain  way  to  make 
the  World  believe  I  have  fome  defer  t,  or  to  create  in  me  the  moft  favourable 
thoughts  of  my  felf.  My  Name  may  thus ,  when  othermfe  it  would  perijb, 

live  in  after  Ages,  under  the  P  rot  ell  ion  of  your  Grace's,  which  is  famous 
abroad ,  and  will  be  Eterniz'd  in  this  Nat  ion,  for  your  Wit  beyond  all  Poets : 
Judgment  and  Prudence,  before  all  Statefmen  ;  Courage  and  Conduct,  above 
all  Generals  ;  Conftancy  and  Loyalty,  beyond  all  Subjects  ;  Vi rtue  and  Tem¬ 
perance,  above  all  Philo  fophers ;  for  skill  in  W eapom,  and  Horfemanjhip, 
and  all  other  Arts  befitting  your  Quality,  excelling  all  Noblemen  :  And 
laftly,  for  thofe  eminent  Services  in  defence  of  your  KJng  and  Country,  with 
an  Intereft  and  Power  much  exceeding  all,  and  with  Loyalty  equalling  any 
Nobleman.  And  indeed,  the  firft  was  fo  great,  that  it  might  jujlly  have 

A  o  made 

■ 


'The  Epiftle 

mtcde  the  great  eft  Prince  afraid  of  it ,  had  it  not  been  fo  HrSngty  fecured  by 

hfJatti/.  ,,  -v 

Allthefe  Hervick  ffualitif>  1  admired,  and  worftripedat  adifiarre^  before 
1  had  the  Honour  to  wait  upon  your  Grace  at  your  Houfe.  For  fovafi  rvas 
your  Bounty  to  me,  as  to  find  me  out  in  my  obfeurity,  and  oblige  me  fever  al 
years ,  before  you  faw  me  at  We J  beck  \  where  ( when  I  arrived)  1  found  a 
refpett  J3  extremely  above  the  meannefs  of  my  Condition ,  that  I fill  received 
it  with  blufjes  ;  having  had  nothing  to  recommend  me,  (  but  the  Birth  and 
Education ,  without  the  Fortune  of  a  Gentleman )  befides  fome  Writings  of 
mine ,  which  your  Grace  was  pleafed  to  like .  Then  was  foon  added  to  my 
former  W orfljip  and  Admiration ,  Infinite  Love,  and  Infinite  Gratitude , 
and  a  Pride  of  being  favour'd  by  one ,  in  whom  I  obferv'd  a  Majefty  equal 
with  greatefi  Princes,  yet  Affability  exceeding  ordinary  Gentlemen .  A 
Great ne/s ,  that  none  e'er  approached  without  Awe,  or  parted  from  without  - 
Satisfaction* 

! Then  (by  the  great  honour  I  had  to  be  daity  admitted  into  your  Grace's 
pub  lick,  and  private  Zonverfation)  I  obferved  that  admirable  Experience  and 
Judgment  furmounting  all  the  Old ,  and  that  vigoroufnefs  of  Wit,  and  fmart - 
nefs  of  Exprefjion ,  exceeding  all  the  Young,  I  ever  knew ;  and  not  only  in 
fbarp  and  apt  Replies,  the  moft  excellent  way  of  purfuing  a  Difcourfe  ;  but 
( which  is  much  more  difficult')  by  giving  eafy  and  unforced  occafions,  the  mofi 
admirable  way  of  beginning  one  ;  and  all  this  adapted  to  men  of  all  Circum- 
fiances  and  Conditions.  Tour  Grace  being  able  to  difcourfe  with  every  Man 
in  his  own  way ,  which ,  as  it  fbews  you  to  be  a  molt  accurate  Obferver  of  all 
Mens  tempers ,  fo  it  fbews  your  Exellency  in  all  their  Arts .  But  when  I 
had  the  favour  daily  to  be  admitted  to  your  Grace's  more  retired  Conventi¬ 
on,  when  I  alone  enjoyed  the  honour ,  1  muft  declare ,  I  never  fpent  my  hours 
with  that  pleafure,  or  improvement ',  nor  fhall  I  ever  enough  acknowledge 
that ,  and  the  reft  of  the  Honours  done  me  by  your  Grace,  as  much  above  my 
Condition  as  my  Merit. 

And  now ,  my  Lord,  after  all  this ,  imagine  not  I  intend  this  fmall  Prefent 
of  a  Play  ( though  favoured  here  by  thofe  I  mofi  wifh  it  (hould  be)  as  any  re¬ 
turn  ;  for  all  the  Services  of  my  Life  cannot  make  afufficient  one.  I  only  lay 
hold  on  this  occ&fton ,  to  publifh  to  the  World  your  great  Favours,  and  the 
grateful  Acknowledgements  of, 

My  moft  Noble  LORD, 

v .  .  Your  Grace’s  moft  Obliged, 

Humble,  and  Obedient  Servant, 

bl  .  i\ 

Tho.  Shadwell... 
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TH  E  Story  from  whicli  I  took  the  hint  of  this  Play,  is  famous 
all  over  Spain^  ltaly9  and  Frame  :  It  was  fn  ft  put  into  a 
Spanijh  Play  (as  I  have  been  told)  the  Spaniards  having  a 
Tradition  (winch  they  believe)  of  Rich  a  vicious  Sp  <:iiard> 
as  is  reprelented  in  this  Play.  From  them  the  Italian  Comedians  took 
it ,  and  from  them  the  French  took  it ,  and  four  feveral  French 
Piays  were  made  upon  the  Story. 

The  Chara&er  of  the  Libertine ,  and  confequently  thole  of  his 
Friends,  are  borrow’d ;  but  all  the  Plot,  till  the  later  end  of  the 
fourth  A£t,  is  new ;  And  all  the  reft  is  very  much  varied  from  any 
thing  which  has  been  done  upon  the  Subjeft. 

I  hope  the  Readers  will  excule  the  Irregularities  of  the  Play,  when 
they  conlider,  that  the  Extravagance  of  the  Subjedt  forced  me  to  it : 
And  I  had  rather  try  new  ways  to  pleafe,  than  to  write  on  in  the  lame 
Road,  as  too  many  do.  I  hope  that  the  levereft  Reader  will  not  be 
offended  at  the  ReprefentStion  of  thole  Vices,  on  which  they  will  lee 
a  dreadful  punilhyient  infh&ed.  And  I  have  been  told  by  a  worthy 
Gentleman,  that  many  years  agone  (when  firft  a  Play  was  made  upon 
this  Story  in  Faly^hc  has  feeii  it  Adted  there  by  the  name  of  Atheifio 
FalminatOy  in  Churches,  on  Sundays,  as  a  part  of  Devotion  ;  and  Rome, 
not  of  the  leaft  Judgment  and  Piety  here,  have  thought  it  rather  an 
ufeful  Moral,  than  an  incoui agement  Vice. 

I  have  no  realon  to  complain  of  Li  e  fuccels  of  this  Play,  fince  it 
plea  fed  thole,  whom,  of  all  the  World,  I  would  pleafe  moft.  Nor 
was  the  Town  unkind  to  it,  for  which  realon  I  mull  applaud  my  good 
Fortune,  to  have  pleaied  with  fo  K : tie  pains ;  there  being  no  Adi:  in  it, 
which  coft  me  above  five  days  writing ;  and  the  laft  two,  (the  Play- 
houfe  having  great  occafion  for  a  Play)  were  both  written  in  four  days, 
as  feveral  can  teftify,  and  this  I  dare  declare,  notwithftanding  the  foul, 
coarfe,  and  ill-manner’d  cenlure  paiTed  upon  them,  (who  write  Plays 
in  three,  four,  or  five  Weeks  time)  by  a  rough,  hobling  Rhimer 


n  fits  Toft  fir  ipt  to  another  Man’s  Play,  which  he  fpoil’d,  and  call’d 
love  and  Revenge ;  I  having  before  publickly  owned  the  writing  two 
Playsr  in  fo  fhort  a  time.  He  ought  not  to  have  meafured  any  Man’s 
Abilities,  who  writes  for  the  Stage,  with  his  own ;  for  fome  may  write 
ghat  in  three  Weeks,  which  he  cannot  in  three  Years.  But  he  is  angry, 
that  any  Man  Ihould  write  Senfe  fo  eafily,  when  he  finds  it  fo  labori* 
ous  a  thing  to  write,  even  Fuftian,  that  he  is  believed  to  have  been 
three  Years  drudging  upon  the  Conquefi  of  China.  But  he  ought  not  to 
be  called  a  Poet,  who  cannot  write  ten  times  a  better  in  three  weeks. 

I  cannot  here  pa fs  by  his  fawcy  Epiftle  to  this  Conqueft,  which  fia- 
flead  of  Exprefiionsof  juft  Refpe£l,  due  to  the  Birth  and  Merit  of  his 
Patron )  is  fluffed  with  railing  againft  others.  And  firft,  he  begins  with 
the  vanity  of  his  Tribe.  What  Tribe  that  really  is,  it  is  not  hard  to 
guefs ;  but  all  tlje  Poets  will  bear  me  witnefs  it  is  not  theirs,  who 
are  fufticiently  fatisfied,  that  he  is  no  more  a  Poet  than  Servant  to  his 
Majefty,  as  he  prefumes  to  write  himfelf ;  which  I  wonder  he  will  do, 
fince  Prote&ions  are  taken  off :  I  know  not  what  Place  he  is  Sworn 
into  in  Extraordinary,  but  I  am  fure  there  is  no  fuch  thing  as  Poet  in 
Extraordinary. 

But  I  wonder  (after  all  his  railing)  he  will  call  thefe  IJoets  his  Bre¬ 
thren  ;  if  they  were,  me-thinks  he  might  have  more  natural  affection 
than  to  abufe  his  Brethren  :  but  he  might  have  (pared  that  Title,  for 
we  can  find  no  manner  of  Relation  betwixt  him  and  them;  for  they 
are  all  Gentlemen,  that  will  not  own  him,  or  keep  him  company  : 
and  that  perhaps,  is  the  caufe  which  makes  him  fo  angry  with  them, 
to  tax  them,  in  his  ill-manner’d  Epiftle,  with  Impudence,  which  he 
(having  a  particular  Affe&ion  for  his  own  V ice)  calls  by  the  name  of 
Frailty.  Impudence  indeed  is  a  very  pretty  Frailcy. 

But  (whatever  the  Poets  are  guilty  of)  I  wifh  he  had  as  much  of 
Poetry  in  birr:,  as  he  has  of  that  Frailty,  for  the  good  of  the  Duke’s 
Theatre ;  they  might  then  have  hopes  of  gaining  as  much  by  his  good  ; 
Senfe,  as  they  have  loft  by  his  Fuftian. 

Thus  much  I  thought  lit  to  fay  in  vindication  of  the  Poets,  though, 

1  think,  he  lias  not  Authority  enough  (with  Men  of  Senle )  to  fix  any 
Calumny  upon  the  Tribe,  as  he  calls  it.  For  which  reafon  I  fiball  ne¬ 
ver  trouble  my  felf  to  take  notice  of  him  hereafter,  fince  all  Men  of 
Wit  will  think,  that  he  can  do  the  Poets  no  greateTinjury,  than  pre¬ 
tending  to  be  one.  Nor  had  l  laid  fo  much  in  anfwer  to  his  coarfe-  § 
railing,  but  to  reprehend  his  Arrogance,  and  lead  him  to  a  little  bet- 
/ ■  scr  knowledge  of  himfelf ;  nor  does  his  bale  Language  in  his  Pcj l firm  I 
-.Aeferve  a  better  Return. 


t.S 


OV  R  Author  fent  we  hither  for  a  Scout , 

Toffy  what  bloudy  Criticks  were  come  out  : 
Thofe  Piccaroons  in  Wit ,  wh'  inf  eft  this  Road, 

And  fnap  both  Friend  and  Foe  that  come  abroad. 

This  Savage  Party  crueller  appear s. 

Than  in  the  Chanel  Ofbend  Privateers , 

You  in  this  Road,  or  Sink  or  Plunder  all , 

Remor fiefs  as  a  Storm  on  us  you  fall : 

But  as  a  Merchant ,  when  by  Storms  ditfrefs'd, 

Flings  out  his  bulkey  Goods  to  fave  the  reft. 

Hoping  a  Calm  niay  come ,  he  keeps  the  bejh 
In  this  black  Tempeft  which* ore  us  impends , 

Near  Rocks  and  Quicksands,  and  no  Ports  of  Friends, 
Our  Poet  gives  this  over  to  your  Rage , 

The  mo  ft  irregular  Play  upon  the  Stage, 

As  wild,  and  as  extravagant  as  th '  Age.  ' 

Now,  angry  Men,  to  all  your  Spleens  give  vent , 

When  all  your  Fury  has  on  this  been  fpent , 

Elfe-where  you  with  much  worfe  fhall  be  content. 

The  Poet  has  no  hopes  you'll  be  appeas'd. 

Who  come  on  purpofe  but  to  be  difp  leas'd. 

Such  corrupt  Judges  jhould  excepted  be, 

Who  can  condemn  before  they  Hear  or  See. 

Ne'r  were  fuch  bloudy  Criticks  yet  infafhion ; 

You  Damn  by  abfolute  Predeftination. 

But  why  fo  many  to  run  One  Man  down  ? 

It  were  a  Mighty  Triumph  when  y'  have  dor 
Our fear  city  of  Plays  you  fhould  not  l 
When  by  foul poaching  you  deftroy  th 
Let  him  but  have  fair  play,  and  he 
Write  himfelf  into  Favour  once  a 
If  after  this  your  Anger  you'll  ? 

To  Caefar  he  muft  make  his  juj 
There  Mercy  andjudgme 
To  pardon  Faults,  and  l 


I 

The  Perfons  Reprefented. 


Don  John.  ?  1  ^  H  E  Libertine  ;  A  rath  fearlefs  Man, 

1  guilty  of  all  Vice. 

Don  Antonio .?  His  tWQ  FrIends. 

Don  Lopez.  3 

Don  O&avio.  Brother  to  Maria . 

Jcicomo.  Don  Johns  Man. 

Leonora.  Don  Johns  Miftrifs,  abufed  by  him,  yet 

follows  him  for  Love. 

Maria.  Her  Maid,  abufed  by  Don  John ,  and  fol¬ 

lowing  him  for  Revenge. 

Don  Francifco.  Father  to  Clara  and  Flavia , 

^Flavia  ^  ^is  DauShters- 

Six  Women.  All  Wives  to  Don  John. 

Hermtt. 

itlemen .  Intended  for  Husbands  to  Clara  and  Flavia. 


1offes. 
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THE 


LIBERTINE- 


A  C  T  I. 

Enter  Don  John,  Don  Lopez,  Don  Antonio,  Jacomo,  Den  John’*  Valet, 

Don  John.p~~W  <Hus  far  without  a  bound  we  have  enjoy’d 

Our  profp’rous  pleafures,  which  dull  Fools  call  Sins } 
Laugh’d  at  old  feeble  Judges,  and  weak  Laws  ± 

JsSl  And  at  the  fond  fantaftick  thing,  call’d  Gonfcience, 
Which  lerves  for  nothing  but  to  make  Men  Cowards  ^ 

An  idle  fear  of  future  Mifery  } 

And  is  yet  worfe  than  all  that  we  can  fear. 

D.  Lop.  Confcience  made  up  of  dark  and  horrid  Thoughts, 

Rais’d  from  the  Fumes  of  a  diftemper’d  Spleen. 

D.  Ante.  A  fenflefs  Fear  would  make  us  contradid 
The  only  certain  Guide,  infallible  Nature  ^ 

And  at  the  call  of  Melancholy  Fools, 

(Who  itile  all  Adions  which  they  like  not.  Sins) 

To  filence  all  our  Natural  Appetites. 

D.  John.  Yet  thofe  confcientious  Fools,  that  would  perfwade  us 
To  l  know  not  what,  which  they  call  Piety, 

Have  in  referve  private  delicious  Sins,' 

Great  as  the  happy  Libertine  enjoys, 

With  which,  in  corners,  wantonly  they  roul. 

D.  Lop.  Don  John,  thou  art  our  Oracle  •  thou  haft 
DifpellM  the  Fumes  which  once  clouded  our  Brains. 

D.  Anto.  By  thee,  we  have  gotdoofe  from  Education, 

And  the  dulFilavery  of  Pupillage, 

Recover’d  all  the  liberty  'at  Nature, 

Our  own  throng  Reafon  now  can  go  alone. 

Without  the  feeble  props  of  Splenetick  Fools, 

Who  contradid  our  common  Mother,  Nature. 

D.  John.  Nature  gave  us  our  Senfes,  which  we  pleafe  .* 

Nor  does  our  Reafon  war  againft  our  Senie. 

By  Natures  Order,  Senfe  fhculd  guide  our  Reafon, 

Since  to  the  Mind  all  Objeds  Senfe  conveys. 

Bat  Fools  for.  Shadows  lofe  fubftantial  Pleafures, 

For  idle  Tales  abandon  true  Delight, 

And  folid  Joys  of  Day,-  for  empty  ^reams  at  Night.  ■ 


Pit  ’ 


TIN  E. 


,  thou  foolifh  thing,  thou  colick  of  the  Mind, 
f :  u  Worm  by  iU-digefting  Stomachs  bred  : 

I  rpi  ’’t  of  thee,' we’ll  forfeit  in  Delights, 

Ami  •  er  ?  hi  <k  ought  can  be  ill  that’s  pleafant. 

;  j ..oft  excellent  Sermon,  and  no  doubt,  Gentlemen,  you  have  edi- 

iTd:  ntiich.by.it.  ,  ■  ^ 

jb:  'j-'bn.  Away!  thou  formal  phlegmatick  Coxcomb,  thou 
Has  neither  Courage,  nor  yet  Wit  enough 
:>To  fia  thus.  Thou  ait  my  dull  confcientious  Pimp. 

|And  wl  ca  l  am  wanton  with  my  Whore  within, 

Thou,  v.  kh  thy  Beads  and  Pray’r-Book  kcep’ft  the  Door. 

Jacom.  Sir,  1  find  your  Worlhip  is  no  more  afraid  to  be  Damn’d,  than  Other 
ftfiionable  Gentlemen  of  the  Age  :  but,  me-thinks,  Halters  and  Axes  (hould 
terrify  you.  With  reverence  to  your  Worfhips,  I’ve  feen  civiler  Men  hang’d, 
and  Men  of  as  pretty  parts  too.  There’s  fcarce  a  City  in  Spain  but  is  too  hot 
for  you,  you  have  committed  fuch  Out-rages  vvherefoe’er  you  come. 

D.  Lop.  Come,  for  diverfion,  pray  let’s  hear  your  Fool  preach  a  little. 
Jacom.  For  my  part,  I  cannot  but  be  troubled,  that  l  (hall  lofe  my  Honour 
by  you.  Sir  •  for  People  will  be  apt  to  Fay,  Like  Majler ,  like  Man. 

D.Jobn.  Your  Honour,  Rafcal,  a  Sow-gelder  may  better  pretend  to  it. 
'^acom.  But  I  have  another  fcruple,  Sir. 

\  John .  What’s  that? 

cm.  I  fear  I  (hall  be  hang’d  in  your  company. 

John.  That’s  an  Honour  you  will  ne’r  have  courage  to  defer ve. 
m.  it  is  an  Honour  I  am  not  ambitious  of. 

\  Why  does  the  Tool  talk  of  hanging  ?  we  fcorn  all  Laws. 

It  feems  fo,  or  you  would  not  have  cut  your  elder  Brother’s  Throat, 


A  Why,  you  Coxcomb,  he  kept  a  good  Eftate  from  me,  and  I  could 
.ore  and  Revel  fufficiently  without  it. 
rlnto.  Look  you,  Jacomo ,  had  he  not  reafon  ? 

.om.  Yes,  Antonio,  fo  had  you  to  get  both  your  Sifters  with  Child  y 

*s  very  civil,  1  rake  it. 

D.  Anto.  Yes,  you  fool,  they  were  lufty  young  handfome  Wenches,  and 
pleas’d  my  Appetite.  Bdides,  1  fav’d  the  Honour  of  the  Family  by  it ;  for  if 
1  had  not,  fome  body  elfe  would. 
cm.  O  horrid  Villany  ! 

>u  are  both  Saints  to  my  hopeful  Mailer  ; 
urn  hj$n  ioofe  to  Belzjebub  himfelf,  *- 

be  fti all  out  do  him  at  his  own  Weapons. 

D.  John .  I,  you  Rafcal. 

■Jaco?n.  Oh  no,  Sir,  you  are  as  innocent.  To  came  your  good  old  Father 
to  be  kill’d  was  nothing. 


D  John .  It  was  foraetlmr,v  and  a  good  tiring  Sirrah  :  His  whole  dehgn 


was  to  debar  me  of  /rfiy  pleafures  :  Hv  kept  h:o  Pufe  from  me,  and  could  not 
;  ue  content  with  .oat,  but  iliil  would  preacf  is  t  .ndefs  Morals  to  rne,  liis  old 
ouii  fosiiih  Ituir  againft  my  pkafure.  1  cai^  him  to  be  feat  I  know  not  whi- 


i. 
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7k  LIBERTINE 
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\:Ac- 


is,  fine? 


Aer.’  But  he  believ’d  he  was  to  go  to  Heaven ;  I  care  not  where  he 
I  am  rid  of  him.  ac 

JacoM'  Cutting  his  Throat  was  a  very  good  return  for  his  begetting;  of  wv 
D.yohn  That  was  before  he  was  aware  on’t,  ’twas  for  his^wr 
e  er  thought  of  me  mnhe  bufmefs,  <  5  ^ 


ne'er  thought  of  me  inf  the  bufinefs. 

Jacom.  Heav’n  blefs  us ! 

D.  John.  You  Dog,  i  fbal; 
dent  as  to  pray  in  my  Co  input 
Jacom.  Good  Sir,  I  have  done,  i  have  done 
D.  Lop.  Prithee  let  the  infipid  fool  go  on. 


it  but  your  Brains,  if  you  dare  be  fo  impu- 


D.  Ant.  Let’s  hear  the  coxcomb  number  up  your  Crimes 
The  patterns  we  intend  to  imitate.  ,  ’ 

Jacom.  Sir,  let  me  lay  your  horrid  Crimes  before  you  : 

The  unhappy  Minute  may  perhaps  arrive. 

When  the  fenfe  of  ’em  may  make  you  penitent. 

D.  Anto.  ’Twere  better  thou  wer’t  hang’d. 

D.  Lop.  Repent !  Cowards  and  Fools  do  that. 

D.  John.  Your  valiant  well-bred  Gentlemen  never  repent : 

But  what  fhould  I  repent  of  ? 

Jacom.  After  the  Murder  of  your  Father,  the  brave  Don  Pedro ,  Governour 
of  Sevil ,  for  whom  the  Town  are^ftill  in  grief,  was  in  his  own  Houfe,  bar- 
b’roully  kill’d  by  you.  v 

D.  John.  Barbaroufly,  you  lie,  you  Rafcal,  ’twas  finely  done  ■  I  run  him 
through  the  Lungs  as  handfomly,  and  kill’d  him  as  decently,  and  as  like  a 
Gentleman  as  could  be.  The  jealous  Coxcomb  deferv’d  death,  lie  Kept  his  Sifter 
Rom  me  •  her  Eyes  would  have  kill’d  me  if  I  had  not  enjoy’d  her,  which  I  could 
not  do  without  killing  him  :  Befides,  I  was  alone,  and  kill’d  him  hand  to  fxft. 

Jacom.  I  never  knew  you  go  to  Church  but  to  take  Sanctuary  fur  a  IVfurder, 
or  to  rob  Churches  of  their  Plate. 

D.  John.  Heav’n  needs  not  be  fetv’d  in  Plate,  but  I  had  ufe  on’t. 

Jacom.  How  often  have  you  fcal’d  the  Walls  of  Monaftaries  ?  Two  Nuns,  5 
'  know, you  ravi  fti’d,  and  a  third  youdangeroufly  wounded  for  her  violent  re  liffanre* 

D.  John.  The  peryerfe  jades  were  uncivil,  and  defer v’d  Pad?  hCge. 

Jacom.  Some  thirty  Murders,  Rapes  innumerable,  frequent  Sacrilege,  Paiw 
ricide  *,  in  fh«orr0  not  one  in  all  the  Catalogue  or'. Sins  have  fcap’d  you. 

D.  John.  My  bus’nefs  is  my  pleafure,  that  end  I  will  always  compafs,  without 
fcrupling  the  means  ^  thei  e  is  no  right  orw?ong,  but  what  conduces  to,  or 
hinders  pleafure.  But,  you  tedious  infipid  Rafcal,  if  1  hear  more  of  yoivf 
Morality,  l  will  Caihonade  you. 

D.  Anto.  We  live  the  life  of  Senfe,  which  no  fantaflick  thing^Trd  Reafcm, 
fhall  controul. 


D.  Lop.  My  Reafon  tells  me,  I  muff  pleafe  my  Senfe. 

D.  John.  My  Appetites  are  all  I’m  fare  l  have  from  .Heav’n,  lir^  the] 


Natural,  and  them  I  always  will  obey. 

Jacom.  I  doubt  it  not,  Sir,  therefore  I  defii 


e  to  fllake  hands  and  part. 


b.  John.  D’ye  hear.  Dog,  talk  once  more  of  parting,  and  I  will  law  your 
Wind-pipe.  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  cut  your  Raicals  NoR  oil,  and  tare 


j 


Pox  a  labour  :  I’ll  do’t,  Sirrah,  have  at  yon, 

"  ",  )cdm  Good  Sir,  be  not  fo  tranfportcd  ^  I  will  lire,  Sir,  and  will  ferve 
(  0*  i  i  any  thins  *,  l!ll  a  Wencll>  or  anY  thing  in  the  World,  Sir. 
,w  i  tremble  at  this  Tyrants  /age.  •  l^fide, 

jnto.  Come,  ■  tis  Might,  we  lofe  time,  to  our-Adventures. 

D.  Lo$.  1  have  befpoke  Mufick  for  our  Serenading. 

D  '?£■■>.  Let’i  on,  and  live  the  Noble  life  of  Senfe. 
go  all  the  powers  of  Love  and  mighty  Luft, 

In  fpight  ct  formal  Fops  I  will  be  juft. 

W  hat  ways  foe’r  z  conduce  to  my  delight,  . 

My  Senfe  inftruds  me,  I  muft  think ’em  right. 

On,  on  my  loul,  and  mike  no^ftop  in  pleafure, 

They’re  dull  in  lip  id  Fools  that  live  by  meafure.  C  Exeunt  all  but  Jacomo. 

jaccm.  What  will  become  of  me  ?  If  l  Ihould  leave  him,  he’s  fo  revengeful, 
Jie  would  Tiavel  ode  all  Spain  to  find  me  out,  and  cut  my  Throat.  I  cannot 
live  long  with  him  neither  :  l  (hall  be  hang’d,  or  knock’d  o’th’  Head,  or  fhare 
Pome  dreadful  Fate  or  other  with  him.  .’Tis  between  him  and  me,  as  between 
|he  Devil  and  the  Witch,  who  repents  her  Bargain,  and  would  be  free  from 
future  ills,  but  for  the  fear  of  prefent  durft  not  venture. 

Enter  Leonora. 

Here  comes  Leonora ,  one  of  thofe  multitude  of  Ladies,  he  has  Sworn,  Ly’d 

to,  and  betray’d. 

Leon.  Jacomo ,  where  is  Don  John  ?  I  could  not  live  to  endure  a  longer  ab¬ 
sence  from  him.  1  have  figh’d  and  wept  my  felf  away  :  I  move,  but  have  no 
fife  k ft  in  me.  His  coldnefs  and  his  abfence  have  given  me  fearful  and  killing 
apprebeiftions.  Where  is  my  Dear  ? 

Jacom.  Your  Dear,  Madam  /  He’s  yours  no  more. 

-  Lem.£ Heav’n !  What  do  I  hear  ?  Speak;  is  he  dead  ? 

Jacom.  To  you  he  is. 

Leon.  Ah  me,  has  he  forgot  his  Vows  and  Oaths  ? 

Has  *e  no  Confcience,  Faith,  or  Honour  left  ? 

Ju o’*.  Left,  Madam,  he  ne’er  had  any. 

Leon.  It  is  impolfible,  you  fpeak  this  out  of  Malice,  fure. 

Jacom.  There’s  no  Man  knows  him  better  than  I  do. 

{  have  a  greater  refped  for  you,  than  for  any  he  has  betray’d,  and  will  unde- 
ceiv'e  you  :  He  is  the  molt  perfidious  Wretch  alive. 

Leon.  Has  he  forgot  the  Sacred  Contrad,  which  was  made  privately  be* 
twixL  us,  and  confirm’d  before  the  Altar,  during  the  time  of  Holy  Mafs  ? 

Jmcom,  Ail  times  and  places  are- alike  to  him. 

-ft  how  afliduous  was  he  in  his  pafficn  /  How  many  thoufand  Vows 
ar  '  he  breath’d  !  What  Tears  he  wept,  feemihg  to  fuffer  all  the  cruel 

I'a“;  •  '  Lovers  e’re  endur’d !  Mow  eloquent  were  all  his  Words  and  Adions  !  ■ 

,  ,  •  -  Perfon  and  his  Paits  are  excellent,  but  his  bale  Vices  are  beyond 

aP  rneafui e  :  Why  would  you  believe  him? 

Ltcn.  My  own  Love  brib’d  me  to  believe  him  :  I  fijw  the  Man  I  lov’d  more 
tuan  the  World.  Often  his  Knees,  with  his  Eyes  up  to  Heav’n,  killing  my. 
band  with  {uth  an  amorous  heat,  and  with  fuch  ardor,  breathing  fervent  vows 


of  Loyal  Love,  and  venting  fad  complaints  of  extreme  fufFerinss  T 
Sorl,  fil  tering  my  felfto  think  he  meant  as  I  did,  loft  all  mvSexe?F^^t? 

DiftomUmg  ;  and  in  a  Month  muft  !  be  thus  betray’d.  ?  w  a  J 

Ja:°m.  Poor  Lady  /  I  cannot  but  have  Bowels  for  you  :  vour  fad  Narration 
makes  me  weep  in  fadnefs :  But  you  are  better  us’d  than  Others.  1  ner  knew 
him  conftant  a  rortnight  before.  ~ 


Leon.  Then,  then  he  promis’d  he  would  marry  me. 

Jacom.  If  he  were  to  live  here  one  Month  longer,  he  wou’d  Marry  half 
the  Town,  ugly  and  hand  tome,  old  and  young :  Nothing  that’s  Female  com^s 
amifs  to  him - 

Leon.  Does  he  not  fear  a  Thunderbolt  from  Heav’n  ? 

Jacom.  No,  nor  a  Devil  from  Hell.  He  owns  no  Deity  but  his  voluptuous 
Appetite,  whole  fatisiaGion  he  will  compafs  by  Murders,  Rapes,  Treafons 
or  ought  elfe.  But  pray  let  me  ask  you  one  civil  queftion  •  Did  you  not  give 
him  earneft  of  your  Body,  Madam.  •  ° 

Leon.  Mock  not  my  Mifery. 

Oh  !  that  confounds  me.  Ah !  I  thought  him  true,  and  !ovJd  .him  fo,  I  could 
deny  him  nothing. 

Jacom.  Why,  there  ’tis  ^  I  fear  you  have,  or  elfe  hewouM.  :  a  married 
you:  He  has  married  fix  within  this  Month,  and  promis’d  fifteen  aore,  all 
whom  he  has  enjoy’d,  and  l?ft,  and  is  this  night  gone  on  fume  new  adventure, 
fome  Rape,  or  Murder,  fome  fuch  petty  thing. 

Leon.  Oh  Monger  of  Impiety  .' 

O  falfe  Don  John  !  Wonder  cf  Cruelty  !  [She  Smons. 

Jacom.  What  a  pox  does  Ihe  fwoon  at  the  news  !  Alas  !  poor  Soul,  fhe  has 

mov’d  me  now  to  Pity,  as. Ihe  did  to  Love.  Ha  !  the  Place  is  private - If  I 

ihould  make  ufe  of  aNatural  Receipt  to  refreOi  her,  and  bring  her  to  life  again, 
’twould  be  a  great  pleafure  to  me,  and  no  trouble  to  her.  Hum  !  ’tis  very  pri¬ 
vate,  and  I  dare  fin  in  private,  A  deuce  take  her,  (he  revives,  and  prevents  me. 

Leon.  Where  is  the  cruel  Tyrant  /  Inhumane  Monfter  !  but  i  will-  ft  rive  to 
fortify  my  felf.  But  Oh  my  misfortune  !  Oh  my  mifery  !  Under  what  ftvange 
Enchantments  am  I  bound  ?  Could  he  be  yet  a  thoufand  times  more  Impious., 
I  could  not  chufe  but  love  his  Perfon  ftill.  i  >; 

Jacom.  Be  not  fo  paffionate  •  if  you  could  be  difereet,  and  love  your  feff,| 
I’de  put  you  in  a  way  to  eafe  your  Grief  now,  and  all  your  Cares  hereafter. . 

Leon .  If  you  can  now  eafe  an  aifli&cd  Woman,  who  elfe  muft  fhortly  rid 
her  felf  of  Life,  imploy  your  Charity :  ’twas  never  plac’d  yet  on  a  Wretch! 


needed  it  more  than  I. 

Jacom.  If  Loyalty  in  a  Lover  1m  a  jewel  l  fay  no  more,  I  can  tell  you  where 
you  may  have  it- 


Leon.  Speak  not  of  Truth  in  ',  it  is  irr  po  lblc. 

Jacom.  Pardon  me,  I  fpeak  c  my  own, knowledge.  / 

Leon.  Is  your  Mafter  true  tl  ; and  have  ou  hapn^y  deceiv’d  ms  ?  Speak. 
Jacom.  As  true  as  all  the  lev  r  of  Hell .  n  m  Whim. 

Leon,  if  he  be  falfe,  let  all  :h .  be  •  x  /■ 

Jacom.  There’s  another-gueis  ;  vrt  an  he,  Madam. 

Leon.  Another!  Who  can  that  be  f 


Infidel 


no  there’s  no  truth  found  in  the  Sex. 
yxcom.  He  is  a  civil  virtuous  and  difcreet  fober  perfon. 

Leon.  Can  there  be  fuch  a  Man  ?  What  does  he  mean  ? 

Jacom,  There  is.  Madam,  a  Man  3F goodly  Prefence  too 
‘Something  inclining  to  be  fat,  of  a  round  plump  Face,  with  quick  and  fpark- 
ling  Eyes,  and  Mouth  of  cheerful  overture - 

His  Nofe,  which  is  the  only  fault,  is  fomewhat  fhort,  but  that’s  no  matter ; 
His  Hair  and  Eye-brows  black,  ana  fo  forth. 

Leon.  How,  he  may  perhaps  be  brib’d  by  fome  other  Man,  and  what  he  faid 
of  his  Matter  may  be  falfe. 

Jacom.  How  She  furveys  me  /  Fa-la-ia.  [Sings  and  firms  about. 

Leon.  Who  is  this  you  fpeak  of  ? 

Jacom.  A  Man,  who,  Envy  muff:  confefs,  has  excellent  parts,  butthofeare 

Gifts,  Gifts - meer  Gifts - Thanks  be  to  Heav'n  for  them. 

Leon.  But  fhall  I  never  know  his  Name  ? 

Jacom.  He’s  one,  whom  many  Ladies  have  Honour’d  with  their  AfFe&ion  } 
but  no  more  of  that :  They  have  met  difdain,  and  fo  forth. 

But  be’li  be  content  to  Marry  you  :  Fa-la-la- la.  [ Sings. 

Leon.  Again  I  ask  you  who  he  is  ? 

Jocom.  Lord,  how  inapprelienfive  fhe  is  ?  Can  you  not  guefs  ? 

Leon.  Mo.  - 


Jacom.  Your  humble  Servant,  Madam. 

Leon.  Yours,  Sir. 

Jacom.  It  is  my  Self  in  perfon  ^  and  upon  my  Honour,  I  will  -be  true  and 
COidlant  to  you. 

Leon.  Infolent  Varlet !  Am  1  fal’n  fo  low  to  be  thy  fcorn  ? 

.  Jacom,  Scorn  !  As  I  am  a  ChrUHau  Soul,  1  am  in  earned:. 

Leon.  Audacious  Villain  /  Impudence  it  felf! 

Jacom.  Ah,  Madam  /  your  Servant,  your  true  Lover  muft  endure  a  thou¬ 
sand  fuch  bobs  from  his  Miflrefs  i  1  can  bear.  Madam,  I  can. 

Leon.  Bacaufe  thy  Mailer  has  betray’d  me,  am  I  become  fo  infamous? 

^  Jacom.  ’T'isfbmcthi'ft?:  hard,  Madam,  to  preferve  a  good  reputation  in  his 

company  *,  I  caugfcarce  dob  my  felf?  ’  > 

Am  I  lb  miler  ;ble  to  defcend  to  his  Man  ? 

Jacom.  Defcend,  fay  you  *  Ha,  ha,  ha  / 

,  Lcr/A‘  Now  I  pe  ceive  all’s  falfe  which  you  have  faid  of  him.  Farevvel  vou 
bade  m graceful  fellow,  ^  * 

Jacom.  Hold,  Madam,  come  in  the  Morning  and  I  will  place  you  in  the 
r^-JL  toonq  where  you  fhall  over-hear  our  Difcourfe.  You’ll  foon  dittover 
Uiemittakc,  and  find  who  ’tis  that  loves  you.  Retire,  Madam  I  hear  forne 
boi  y  coming.  [Exeunt  Jacomo,  Leonora. 

*  Enter  Don  John  in  the  Street.  * 

,  ^  me  here  lives  a  Lady  :  1  have  feen  Don  Jo  haunting 

aoout  tnis  and  making  private  figns  to  her.  I  never  faW  be?  Face  but 

am  rclolv  a  to  enjoy  her,  becaule  he  likes  her  •,  bolides  (he’s  a  \Voitfan.  * 

,  .  Enter  Antonio. 

welcome  to  our  place  of  Rendezvous.  Well,  what  Game?  What 

s  Enter 


-  W*;  • 


WtjfOYlJ»£ 

Lopez. 


— 


Come,  dear  , ,  .  - 

I  have  had  a  rare  Adventure. 

Z,oj>.  What,  dear  Antonio  ? 

^£o.  I  fa  at  at  a  Fz/fo  not  far  orr,,.a  grave  mighty  bearded-  Fool,  drinking 
Leomanado  with  his  Miftrefs ;  I  miflik’d  his  Face,  pluck’d  hiiii  by  the  Whiskers 
pull’d  all  one  fide  of  his  Beard  off,  fought  with  him,  run  him  through  the* 
Thigh,  carry’d  away  his  Mid  refs,  ferv’d  her  in  her  kind,  and  then  let  her  go. 

D.  John.  Gallantly  perform’d,  like  a  bra\  v  Soldier  in  an  Enemies  Country : 
When  they  will  not  pay  Contribution,  you  fight  to.  borage. 

D.  Lop.  Poxon’tlluve  been  damnabl.  unforavrue  •  l  have  neither  beat 
Man,  nor  lain  with  Woman  to  Night,  but  fnl’n  in  Love  moft  furiouCy  :  I 
dogg’d  my  new  Miftrefs  to  her  Lodging  ^  fhe’s  I  m  Bernardo's  Sifter,  and  I 
fhall  be  my  Punk. 

D.  John.  I  could  meet  with  no^villing  Da  ne,  but  was  fain  to  commit  a 
Rape  to  pafs  away  the  time. 

D.  Anto.  Oh !  A  Rape  is  the  'oy  of  my  heart  •,  I  love  a  Rape,  upon  my 
Clavis ,  exceedingly. 

D.  John .  But  mine,  my  Lads,  was  fuch  a  Rape,  it  ought  to  be  Regiftred  ; 
a  Noble  and  Heroick  Rape. 

D.  Lop.  Ah  /  dear  Don  John  ! 

D.  Anto .  How  was  it  ? 

D.  John,  ’l'was  in  a  Church,  Boys.  ^ 

D.  Anto.  Ah  /  Gallant  Leader  ! 

D.  Lop .  Renown’d  Don  John  ! 

D.  Anto.  Come,  let’s  retire,  yon  have  done  enough  for  once. 

D  .John.  Not  yet,  Antonio ,  I  have  an  Intrigue  here. 

Enter  Fidlers. 

Here  are  my  Fidlers.  Rank  your  felves  clofe  undei  this  Window,  and  fiflg 
the  Song  I  prepar’d. 


SONG. 


THou  joy  of  all  Hearts ,  and  delight  of  all  Eyes ,  _  pd 

Natwr  s  chief  T-'eafure ,  and  Beauty  s  chief  Prtz.e, 

Look  down,  you'd  di  [cover,  x 

Here’s  a  faithful  young  vigorous  Lover 
With  a  Heart  full  as  true , 

As  e  re  languid  fer^you  y 

Here's  a  faithful  young  vigorous  Lover. 

Tie  Lie  art  that  was  once  a  Monarch  >ns  Tereafl, 

Is  now  your  poor  Capti  jt,  end  can  have  no  reft  -3 
'Twill  never  g  ive  over, .  A 

But  about  your  fw  et  Bofom  will  hover. 

Tear  MijS,  let  n  in,  y 

By  Heav’n  9tis  no  Sin  *, 

Here's  a  faithful  ycung  vigorous  Lover.  \  n 


/.  i&n. '  NoWFidlcrs  be  gone. 

[Window  opens ,  Maria  /oo«  o«t,  and  pings  a  Paper  down. 

Mar.  Retire  my  clear  Ottavio  read  that  Note.  Adieu.  [Exit  Maria. 
O;  John.  Good,  (lie  takes  me  for  Ottavio.  I  warrant  you,  Boys,  1  (hall  fuc- 
cecdVn  this  Adventure.  Now  my  falfe  light  afiift  me.  [Reads  by  adarkLanthorn. 

Reach.  5  Go  from  this  Window,  within  eight  Minutes  you  fhall  be  admitted  to  the 
L  Garden  Door.  Tou  know  the  Sign. 

Ha  !  the  Sign,  .Gad  (he  lies,  I  know  not  the  Sign; 

D.  Anto.  What  will  you  do  ?  you  know  not  the  Sign.  Let’s  away,  and  be 
contented  this  Night. 

D.  John.  My  Friends,  if  you  love  me,  retire:  I’ll  venture,  though  Thunder¬ 
bolts  fhould  fall  upon  my  Head. 

D.  Lop.  Are  you  mad  ?  as  foon  as  (he  difeovers  the  deceit,  (he’ll  raife  the 
Houfe  upon  you,  and  you’ll  be  Murder’d. 

D.  John,  She’ll  not  raife  the  Houfe  for  her  own  fake,  but  rather  grant  me 
all  i  ask  to  keep  her  Counfel. 

D.  Anto.  ’Tis  very  dangerous :  be  careful  of  your  felf. 

D.  John.  The  more  danger  the  more  delight :  1  hate  the  common  toad  of 
Pleafure.  What/  Can  I  (car  at  (uch  a  time  as  this/ the  Cowardly  Deer  are 
valiant  in  their  Rutting  time.  I  fay  be  gone— — - 

D.  -Amo.  We’ll  not  difpute  your  Commands.  Good  luck  to  you. 

Exeunt  Antonio,  Lopez. 

D.  John.  How  fhall  I  know  this  devililh  Sign  ? 

Enter  Octavio  nub  Fidlers,  and  /lands  under  Maria’*  Window. 

Ha/  Whom  have  we  here  ?  Some  Serenading  Coxcomb.  Now  (hall  we  have 
forne  damn’d  Song  or  other,  a  Ctoris ,  or  a  Phillis  at  lcaft. 

SONG. 

*  y 
'  ions  XJL/PLenyou  aifperfeyour  Influence , 

V  V  Your  dazling  Beams  arc  quick  and  clear , 

You  fo  furprize  and  wound  the  Senfe , 

{  So  bright  a  Miracle y*  appear. 

Admiring  ^Mortals  you  uflonijh  fo, 

No  other  Deity  they  know," 

But  think  that  all  Divinity's  below - 

\  Pne  charming  look ,  from  your  illuflrious  Dace 

.  *  able  to  fubdue  Mankind , 

»<7rt,  f0  powerful  a  Grace _ 

Maxes  alt  iovers  'uut  t]Jt  . 

9  fan  lrbty  frcedom  by  refijlance  gain , 

For  each  embrace  the  foft  Chain, 

-And  never  Jlru£gks  vjth  the  jkafant  pm. 


Offa. 


The  lIBERTlWk 


Eft} a.  Be  gone  !  Be  gone  /  The  Window  open?.  ✓ 

D.  John.  ’Sdeath  /  This  is  Ottavio.  I  mull  difpalch  him,  or  he’ll  fnoil 
but  I  would  fain  hear  the  Sign  firff.  "  x 

Mar.  What  flrange  miftake  is  this?  Sure  he  did  not  receive  my  Note 
and  then  I  am  ruin’d  ! 

Otta.  She  expe&s  the  Sign  :  Where’s  my  Whiffle  ?  O  here.  fWhiflks. 

D.  John ,  I  have  found  it,  that  mult  be  the  Sign* - 

Mar.  i  dare  not  fpeak  aloud,  go  to  the  Garden  Door. 

[Don  John  rufhes  upon  OTavio,  and  [notches  the  Whijlle  out  of  his  hand. 
Otta.  ’Sdeath,  what  Ruffin’s  this  ? 

D.  John.  One  that  will  be  fure  to  cut  your  Throat. 

Otta.  Make  not  a  promife  to  your  felf  of  what  you  can’t  perform  £  Fights. 
D.  John.  I  warrant  you  :  Have  at  you.  j 

Mar.  O  Heav’n  !  Ottavio1  s  Fighting.  Oh  my  Heart  ! 

Otta.  Oh  !  I  am  flain -  £  Falls. 

D.  John.  I  kneto  I  ftiould  be  as  good  as  my  word.  I  think  you  have  it,  Sir — • 

Ha ! - he’s  dying — —Now  for  the  Lady - I’ll  draw  him  farther  off,  that 

Lis  groans  may  not  difturb  our  pleafure  —  Stay - by  your  leave.  Sir,  I’ll . 

change  Hat  and  Cloak  with  you,  it  may  help  me  in  my  delign. 

Otta.  O  barbarous  Viliam  !  [Dies. 

Mar.  They  have  done  fighting,  and  I  hear  no  noife.  Oh  unfortunate 

Woman  !  My  dear  Ottavio' s  kill’d - 

Flora.  Perhaps,  Madam,  he  has  kill’d  the  other.  I’ll  down  to  the  Garden 
Door  *,  if  he  be  well,  he’ll  come  thither,  as  well  to  fatisfy  his  appointment,  as 
to  take  refuge.  Your  Brother’s  fafe,  he  may  come  in  fecurely—  totho  Door. 
Mar.  Hade  !  Halle  !  Fly  !  Fly  !  Oh  Ottavio.  I’ll  follow  her.  [She  follows. 
D.  John.  Nov/ for  the  Garden  Door.  This  WhifHe  will  do  me  exceilenr 

Service.  Now  good  luck -  to  the  Door  and  WhifoltfA 

Flora.  Ottavio  ?  —  4  Jfip  .  (  I 

D.jGhn.  The  lame.  ^  "fo 

Flora.  Heav’n  be  prais’d,  my  Lady  thought  you  had  been  kill’d:  1 
D.  J$hn.  I  am  unhurt :  Let’s  quickly  to  her.  $ 

Flora.  Oh  /  She’ll  be  overjoy’d  to  fee  you  alive. 

D  John.  Til  make  her  more  overjoy’d  before  1  have  done  with  her.  ^  | 

This  is  a  rare  Adventure.  _ 

Enter  Maria  at  the  Door. 


Flora.  Here’s  your  Jewel,  Madam,  fpeak  fofely. 

Mar.  Oh  my  dear  Ottavio  l  have  I  get  you  within  thefe  Arms  ? 

D.  John.  Ay,  my  Dear,  unpierc’d  by  any  thing  but  by  your  Eyes.  ,|| 

Mar.  Thofe  will  do  you  no,  hurt.  But  are  you  fure  you  are  not  wounded  p 
D.  John.  1  am:  Let  me  embrace  my  pretty  Dear  :  And  yet  ffie  may "be  a- 
Blackamore  for  ought  \  know^ -  S  [Ajio.c. 


Mar.  We’ll  retire  to  my  Chamber.  Flora,  go  out,  and  prepare  us  a  ooiiaoc.u 
D.  John.  O  Admirable  Adventure  !  Come,  my  DeKght.  [Lxeuni. 

Enter  Don  Lopez,  Antonio,  Jucomo. 

Jacom.  Where’s  my  pious  Mailer  ?  ,  ,  .  .  ■ 

D  An  to.  We  left  him  hereabouts.  I  wonder  what  he  was  cion^  in 

■■■nHiHHMr 


.  k  k.  R  1 


■  -tare :  I  believe  he  has  had  feme  buttle, 
r  0.  i  thought  1  heard  fighting  hereabout. 
jacom  Gad  forgive  me.’  lighting  /  where!  where. 

D.  Ant.  O  thou  incorrigible  Coward  ! 

-  Eop  See,  here’s  fome  of  his  handy- work  •,  here’s  a  Man  kill’d. 

Jacobi'  Another  Murder.  Heav’n,  what  will  become  of  me  ?  I  (hall  be 
hana’d,  yet  dare  not  run  away  from  him. 

Enter  an  Officer  with  a  Guards  going  the  Round. 

Officer.  Stand  /  who  are  there  ? 

D.  Lot.  We  do  (band,  Rafcal,  we  never  ufe  to  run. 

Jacom.  Now  i  (hall  be  taken,  bang’d  for  my  Mailers  Murder.  [Offer*  to  run . 

1  D.  Ant.  Stand,  you  Dog!  offer  once  more'  to  run,  and  I’ll  put  Bilbo  in 
your  Guts. 

Jacom.  Gad  forgive  me  !  what  will  become  of  me  ? 

Offctr.  What’s  here!  A  Man  rnurdei’d  ?  Yield,  you  are  my  prifoners. 
Jacom.  With  all  my  heart !  But  as  1  hope  to  be  faved,  we  did  not  kill 
pirn.  Sir. 

Offcer.  Thefe  mull  be  the  Murderers,  difarm  ’em. 

D.  Ant.  How  now,  Rafcal /  difarm  us ! 

D.  Lop.  We  are  not  us’d  to  part  with  our  Swords. 

Jacom.  \  care  not  a  farthing  for  my  Sword,  ’tis  at  your  Service. 

D.  Ant;o.  Do  you  hear,  Rafcal  *,  keep  it,  and  fight  *,  or  I’ll  fwear  the  Murder 
.jgamtt  you.  A 

D.  Lop.  Offer  to  flinch,  and  I’ll  run  you  through. 

Officer.  Take  their  Swords,  or  knock  ’em  down. 

[ They  Fight :  Jacomo  offers  to  runy  fome  of  the  Guards  flop  himi 
Jacom.  A  pox  on’t,  I  had  as  good  fight  and  die,  as  be  taken  and  be 
angd.  ,  W  C Guards  are  beaten  off,. 

Lb.  Lop.  Are  you  gone,  you  Dogs  ?  I  have  pinch’d  fome  of  you. 

7/ deem.  Ah  Rogues  /  Villains !  I  have  met  with  you. 

D.  Jnto.  O  brave  Jacomo !  you  fought  like  an  imprifon’d  Rat :  The  Rogue 
*  conceal’d  Courage,  and  did  not  know  it. 

Jr  com.  O  Cowards/  Rafcals  /  a  Man  can  get  no  honour  by  fighting  with 
ucn  Poletroons !  but  for  all  that,  I  will  prudently  withdraw,  this  place  will 
uddenly  bp  too  hot  for  us. 

D.  Lop.  Once  in  your  Life  you  are  in  the  right,  Jacomo. 

Jacom.  O  good  Sir,  there  is  as  much  to  be  aferibed  to  Condud,  as  to  Cou- 
age,  I  allure  you.  ;  .  [Exeunt, 

i  Enter  Don  John  and  Maria  in  her  Chamber*,  i 

Mar.  Speak  foftly,  my  dear  *  fhould  my  Brother  hear  us,  we  are  ruin’d. 

If  D.  John.  Though  1  can  fcarce  contain  my  Joy,  I  will.  O  ihe’s  a  rare 
Hlreature  in  the  dark,  pray  Heav’n  flie  be  fo  in  the  light.  [ Afide , 

i  Enter  Flora  with  a  Candle  *  as  foon  as  they  difeover  Don  John,  they  fhriek  out . 
Mar.  O  Heaven  /  1  am  ruin’d  and  betray’d. 

V  Flora .  He  has  Octavio's  clothes  on. 

I  SAar.  O  he  has  murdei’d  him.  My  Brother  fhall  revenge  it. 

MM  John.  I  will  cut  his  Throat  if  he  offers  it. 


Murder'  Murder!  Thieves/ 


TT  'Vn/m 


D.  John.  I  will  flop  your  fhrill  Wind-pipes. 

Enter  Maria’*  Brother ,  with  his  Sword -drawn 
Broth..  ’Sdeath  !  a  man  in  my  Sifter’s  Chamber  / 

Have  at  you,  Villain. 

9/  John^  CSme,°";  V,ilIai,n-  John  She  Ember 

Flora.  Murder  !  Murder  / 

Mar.  O  Villain,  thou  haft  kill’d  my  Brother,  and  difhonour’d  me:  ' 
Enter  five  or  fix  Servants ,  with  drawn  Swords. 

O  your  Matter's  Murdered  ! 

.  D-  J°hn-  So  many  of  you  ;  ’tis  no  matter :  Your  Heroes  in  Plays  beat  five 
times  as  many.  Have  at  you.  Rogues, 

CMaria  runs  away  fhrieking,  and  Don  John  heats  the  Servants  off, ,  and  flops  Flora ' 
Now  give  me  the  Key  of  the  Garden,  or  I’ll  murder  thee. 

Hoy  a.  Murder/  Murder!  There,  take  it- -  [she  runs  away* 


D.  John.  So,  thus  far  it  is  well  *  this  was  a  brave  adventure. 
’Mongft  all  the  Joys  which  in  the  World  are  fought, 

None  are  fo  great  as  thofe  by  dangers  bought. 


lExit. 


% ; 


\ 


A  C  T  II. 


Jacomo  Solus. 


jacotn. 


WHat  will  this  leud  Matter  of  mine  do  ?  This  Town  of  Sevil  will 
not  much  care  for  his  Company  after  bis  laft  nights  Atchiev- 


ments :  He  mutt  either  fly,  or  hang  for’t.  Ha !  me-thinks  my  Blood  grows 
chill  at  the  naming  of  that  dreadful  word.  Hang.  What  will  become  of  me  ? 
I  dare  not  leave  him,  and  yet  I  fear  that  I  (hall  perifh  with  him.  He’s  ceitainly 
the  firtt  that  ever  fet  up  a  Religion  to  the  Devil. 

Enter  Leonora.  j 

Leon.  I  come  to  claim  your  promife  ^  is  Don  John  within  ? 

Jacotn.  No,  Madam,  but  I  exped  him  every  Minute.  You  fee,  Madam, 
what  honour  I  have  for  you,  for  !  venture  my  Ears  to  do  this. 

Leon.  You  oblige  me  extreamly  \  fo  great  js  the'  prefenc  pain  of  doubt,  that 
we  defire  to  lofe  it :  though  in  exchange  of  certainty,  that  mutt  afflid  uS  more. 

Jacotn.  I  hear  him  coming,  withdraw  quickly.  She  withdraws.? 

Enter  Don  John. 

D.  John.  How  now,  Sir,  what  wife  thoughts  have  you  in  your  Iv  addle?! 

Jacotn .  Why,  Sir,  I  was  confidering  how  well  I  could  endure  to  be  brntt 

D.  John.  And  why  fo,  buttle  ? 

Jacotn.  Why  you  will  force  me  to  wait  upon  you  in  a! l/dur 
you  are  making  what  hafte  you  can  to  the  Gallows-—-^ 

D.  John.  Again  at  your  Reproofs.  You  infipid  Rafcal  l 


off.  Dog - 


Jacom.  Good  Sir,  1  have  done  •,  yet  I  cannot  but  admi 
refolv’d  to  go  to  the  Devil,  that  you  cannot  be  content  with 

qf  travelling,  but  mutt  vide  Foil  to  him. 


C  2 


Y  he  L  I  3 


. 


<>  j0hn.  Leave  of  your  idle  tales,  found  out  by  Priefts  to  keep  the  Rabble 


iuwj.ii>  mi—"1 


if:  awe. 


fervw.  O  horrid  wickednefs !  Ifl  may  be  bold  to  ask,  what  noble  exploits 
:dH  your  Chivalry  perform  laft  night  ?•'  /  ■  V 

O.  bn.  Why,  Sir,  I  committed  a  Rape  upon  my  Father’s  Monument. 
Jacom.  Oh  horror  ! 

J  b.  Join.  ho  you  Hart,  you  Villain  ?  Hah  ! 

^ f acorn .  ' ,  Sir,  who  I,  Sir  ?  Not  I,  Sir. 

O.jolm.  D’hear,  Rafcal,  let  me  not  fee  a  frown  upon  your  Face  ^  if  Ido, 
I  wilt  cut  your  throat,  you  Rogue. 

Jacom.  No,  Sir,  no.  Sir,  I  warrant  you  *,  I  am  in  a  very  good  humor,  I  allure- 
you - Heaven  deliver  me  ' 


LI  John.  Now  liften  and  learn.  I  kill’d  a  Lady’s  Lover,  and  fupplbd  his  place, 
(by  Stratagem  enjoy’d  her  :  In  came  her  foolilh  Brother  and  furprized  me,  but 
iperrlhed  by  my  hand  ^  and  I  doubt  not  but  l  maul’d  three  or  four  of  his 
Servants.  CJacomo  ftarts. 

Jacom.  Oh  horrid  fa  ft !  [Aftde. 

D.  John.  Again,  Villain,  are  you  frownifg  ? 

Jacom ,  No,  Sir,  no,  Sir  \  don’t  think  fo  ill  of  me.  Sir.  Heav’n  fend  me 
from  this  wicked  Wretch  !  What  will  become  of  us.  Sir?  we  fhall  be  ap¬ 
prehended.. 

D.  John.  Can  you  fear  your  Rafcally  Carcafe,  when  I  venture  mine  ?  I  ob- 
ferve  always,  thofe  that  have  the  molt  defpicable  perfons,  are  moft  careful  to 
prefer  ve ’em.  ? 

Jacom.  Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon  •,  but  I  have  an  odd  humor,  makes  me  fome- 
tbing  u.ifit  for  your  Worfhip’s  Service. 

D  .John.  What’s  that,  Sitra  ? 

Jacom.  ’Tis  a  very  odd  one,  I  am  almoH  afham’d  to  tell  it  to  you. 

D.  John.  Out  with  it,  Fool 


:  _  Jteom.  Why  Sir,  1  cannot  tell  what  is  the  reafon,  but  I  have  a  much  un^ 
conquerable  antipathy  to  Hemp.  I  could  never  endure  a  Bell-rope.  Hanging 
is  a.  kind  of  death  1  cannot  abide  j  I  am  not  able  to  endure  it.  ^ 

D.  John.  I  have  taken  care  to  avoid  that  ^  my  Friends  are  gone  to  hire  a  Vef- 
ftl,  and  we’ll  to  Sea  together  to  feek  a  Refuge,  and  a  new  Scene  of  pleafure. 


Jacom.  All  three.  Sir  ? 


D.  John.  Yes,  Sir.' 


,  Jacom.  Three  as  civil  difcreet  fober  perfons,  as  a  Man  wou’d  wifh  to. 
c.rmk  with. 


\  Enter  Leonora. 

Leon:  \  can  hold  no  longer  / 

D.  John.  ’Sdeath,  you  Dog,  how  came  fhe  here  ? 
Jacom.  I  don’t  know,  Sir,  fhe  Hole  in  - 


Leon.  What  Witchcraft  do  I  fbfFer  under,  that  when  I  abhor  his  vices 
^itul  love  his  peifon.  Mi,  Don  John!  have  i  defer v’d  that  yon  fbould  by 
Sr‘i  y°ur  Daths  and  Vows  forgotten  by  you  ? 

■'j.  John.  No  no,  in  thefe  cafes  1  always  remember  my  Oaths,  and  never 


■ 


■l-„l  w-.-- 


L  I  B  £.  K  7 


Leon, 

Did  T,  f 

gm,v  I  : 

your  u  util  and  v. 


Oh  Impiety  / 

:s,  yield  up  my  Honour  to  you?  after  you  had  figh’d  and  flit 
y  months,  and  fhew’d  all  figns  of  a  finccre  affeCtion  ,  I  trufted  in 
i  eonitancy,  wit  hout  the  Bond  of  Mart  iage,  yielded  up  a  Virdn’s 
Treafure,  all  my  Innocence,  bdievj|tf  our  folemn  Contract,  when  you  invok’d 
ali  the  Powers  above  to  teftify  your^ws. 

D.  John.  They  think  much  of  us,  why  don’t  they  witnefs  ’em  for  feu- 

fh  J  f  Q  nnt'n  i  n  cr  KnC  a  rnoiL'in/f  niM-irt  »  _ 


Pilh,  it’s  nothing  but  a  way  of  fpeaking,"  which  young  amorous  Fellows  have 
gotten. 

Leon.  Did  you  not  love  me  then  ?  What  injury  had  1  e’re  done  you,  that 
you  (hou’d  feign  AffeCf  ion  to  betray  me  ? 

D.  John..  Yes  ’faith,  I  did  love  you,  and  fhsw’d  you  as  frequent  and  as  hear¬ 
ty  figns  of  it  as  1  could  y  and  i'gad  y’are  an  ungrateful  Woman  if  you  fay  the 

contrary. 

Leon.  O  Heav’n  !  did  you  and  do  not  now  ?  What  crime  have  I  committed 
that  could  make  you  break  your  Vows  and  Oaths,  and  banifh  all  your  Pafiion  ? 
Ah  /  with  what  tendernefs  have  1  receiv’d  your  feign’d  AfFedion,  and  rfer 
thought  1  liv'd  but  in  your  Prefence  y  my  Love  was  too  fervent  to  be  coun¬ 
terfeit — - 

D.  John.  That  I  know  not,  for  fince  your  Sex  are  fuch  DifTemblers,  they 
can  hold  out  againft,  and  feem  to  hate  the  Men  they  love  y  Why  may  they  not 
feem  to  love  the  Men  they  hate  ? 

Leon.  O  cruel  Man  !  could  1  diflemble  ?.  had  I  a  thoufand  Lives,  I  ventur’d 
all  each  time  1  faw  your  Face  y  nay,  were  I  now  difeover’d,  I  fliould  iMtantly 
be  facrific’d  to  my  raging  Brother’s  fury  ^  and  can  I  diflemble  ?  # 

D.  John.  I  do  not  know  whether  you  do  or  no  you  fee  I  don’t,  1  am  fome- 
thing  free  with  you. 

Leon.  And  do  you  not  love  me  then  ? 

D.John.  Faith,  Madam,  1  lov’d  you  as  long  as  I  could  for  the  Heart  and 
Bloud  of  me,  and  thei  e’s  an  end  of  ir y  what  a  Devil  wou’d  you  have  more  ? 

Leon.  O  cruel  Man  !  how  miserable  have  you  made  me  ! 

D.  John.  Miferable  !  ufe  variety  as  I  do,  and  you’ll  not  be  miferable.  Ah  L 
there’s  nothing  fo  fweet  to  frail  human  flefh  as  variety.  ^  .  ,1 

Leon.  Inhumane  Creature  /  what  have  I  been  guilty  of,  that  t’pou  fhoulclfl: 
thus  remove  thy  Affections  from  me  ^ 

£).  John.  Guilty,  no  :  But  I  have  had  enough  of  you,  and  I  have  done  what 
I  can  for  you,  and  there’s  no  more  to  be  faid. 

Leon.  Tigers  would  have  mor e  pity  than  thou  haft.  .  . 

D.  John.  Unreafonable  Woman  !  would  you  have  a  Man  love  alter  Enjoy¬ 
ment  ?  I  think  the  Devil’s  in  you—-  , . 

Leon.  Do  you  upbraid  me  with  the  rafh  vfle&s  of  Love,  whicn  you  cans  d 
in  me  ?  and  do  you  hate  me  for  what  you  oughlto  ’ovo  me  ror  /  were  you 
not  many  Months  with  Vows  and  Oaths  betraying  me  to  that  wea.cneL  .  Un¬ 
grateful  Monfler  !  .  T T ,  , 

D  .John.  Why  the  Devil  did  you  not  yield  .  store  .  y  oil  Women 

rook  in  Love  y  you’ll  never  play  upon  the  fqua.v  with  us.  ^  i  .•  jA 
Leon.  FalfeMan!  I  yielded  but  too  fcon.  Unfortunate  Woman  •  _  ^  u 


_  >  . 


,  rL  xr  f  TV  F 

!•  ■  '.V- "  ■“  ,  1 

'•W  ,  4**.  A'otrr  diffembUng  'Arts  andjilptig  Tricks,  taught  you  by  your 
lOtiisrs  and  the  phicgmatick  coMrtefs  of  your  Conftitutions,  make  you  fo  long 

.  ^  i  *  i*  oir  iAlt-  oil  /Mu1  1  r\\re>  KofA .  r»  \  J  _ 


J^COH.  JLVLd  V4,  W  V  v*  mw  • 

i3.  y0/3«.  Why  there  ’tis  ;  why  did  you  put  me  to  the  trouble  to  fwear  it  ? 
If  you  Women  wouY  .  -loneif.,  and  follow  the  Dictates  of  Senfe  and  Nature, 
we  fhou’d  agree  abo  t  i  :  buhnefs  prefentiy,  and  never  be.forfworn  for  the 
matter. 

Leon.  Are  Oat.;s  fb  t.'  mlvcec  oy  you,  perfidious  Man  ! 

D  .John.  Oaths!  S  catch  conceited  Women  with;  I  wou’d  have 

ffworn  all  the  Oaths  unde-  .  sun  ;  wb  i  wou’d  have  committed  Treafon  for 
you,  and  yet  I  knew  T  fhould  be  weary  of  you- 


/  U  y  *  *  A*  J  V  ^  *  iW  4  v  »  *  *  Jr  J 

Leon.  I  thought  fuch  Love  as  mine  might  have  deferv’d  your  conflancy, 
falfe  and  ungrateful  Man  ! 

D.  Jottn.  Thus  your  own  vanity,  not  we  betray  you.  Each  Woman  thinks 
though  Men  are  falfe  to  others,  that  file  is  fo  fine  a  perfon,  none  can  be  fo  to  her! 
You  ihou’d  not  taKe  our  words  of  couife  in  earnelh 

Leon.  Thus  Devils  do  in  Hell,  who  cruelly  upbraid  whom  they  have  temp¬ 
ted  thither. 

D.  John.  In  fhort,  my  Conftitution  will  not  let  me  love  you  longer  :  and 
whatever  fome  Hypocrites  pretend,  all  Mankind  obey  their  Constitution^ 
and  cannot  do  otherwife- -  * 


Leon.  Heav’n,  fure,  will  puniH'i  this  vile  Treachery. 

D.  John.  Do  you  then  leave  it  to  Heav’n,  and  trouble  y^ur  felf  no  further 
about  it. 

Leon.  Ye  facred  Pow’rs,  who  take  care  of  injur’d  Innocence,  affifl  me. 

Enter  Jacomo. 

1  Jacom.  Sir,  Sir  !  Stand  upon  your  Guard. 

~  p.  John.  How  now  !  What’s  the  matter  ? 


r 

I 


-Jaum.  Here’s  a  whole  Batallion  of  couragious  Women  come  to  charge  un., 

Enter  Six  Women.  6  > 


D.  John.  Keep  ’em  out,  you  Villain. 

Jacom.  I  cannot,  they  over-run  me. 

D.  John.  What  an  inundation  of  Strumpets  is  here  ?  . 

.Leon.  O  Heav'd  /  I  can  ftay  no  longer  to  be  a  witnefs  of  his  Falfhood - 

i .  k/om.  My  Dear,  1  deiire  a  word  in  private  with  you.  ^  L<.onqpa. 

D.  W..  ’Faith  my  Dear,  I  am  fomething  bufy,  but  I  love  thee  dearlv  ? 

h  pox  Oit-tiiee !  ’ 

! -if;  Ym\  UQXlJ°'my a  word  :  ’fis  time  now  we  fhould  declare  our  Marriage* 
tis  no w  above  three  weeks.  n“Se » 

D.  John,  Ay,  we  will  do  it  fuddenly- 


i. 

• ,  r  vfc 
'  -  .  • 

K  * V  • 


ihr^V/0nl:  Pnti?ee»  HoncY,  What  bus’nefs  can  thefe  idle  Women  have  ?  fend 

mem  packing,  that  we  may  confer  about  our  Affairs.  *  ^ 

4-  K  orn.  Lord  /  How  am,  I  amaz’d  at  the  confidence  of  fome  Women  / 

Who 


Who  are  theft  L-t  will  not  let  one  converfe  with  cne?s  own  Husband 
your  '  ies. 

Jacom.  Kow  it  wo,  ks !  teeze  him.  Ladies,  worry  him  foundly- 
5.  Worn.  Nay,  by  your  leave,  good  Madam  *,  it  you  go  to  that. 


I  Pulls  Don  John  from  the  other . 
6.  IVont  Ladies,  by  all  your  leaves  ■  fure  none  of  you  will  have  the  confi¬ 
dence  to  pretend  an  Interefc  in  this  Gentleman- - — 


D.  John.  1  fhall  be  torn  in  pieces :  Jacovto ,  fcand  by  me. 


1.  Worn.  Lord,  Madam,  what’s  your  meaning  ?  none  ought  to  claim  ^  right 
to  another  Woman’s  Husband,  let  me  tell  ybu  that. 

2.  Worn.  You  are-  in  the  right,  Madam.  Therefore  prithee  Dear,  let’s 
withdraw,  and  leave  them  •,  I  do  not  like  their  company. 

D.  John.  Ajf,*prefently,  my  Dear.  What  an  excellent  thing  is  a  Woman 
’  before  Enjoynyrft,  and  how  infipid  after  it ! 

4.  Worn.  Cdune,  prifhee,  put  thefe  Women  out  of  doubt,  and  let  them 
know  our  Marriage.  * 

D.  John.  To  Morrow  we’ll  declare  and  celebrate  our  Nuptials. 

6.  Worn.  Ladies,  the  fhort  and  the  long  on’t  is,  you  are  veyy  uncivil  to  prefs 
upon  this  Gentleman.  Come,  Love,  e’en  tell  ’em  the  truth  of  the  Story- — — 

4.  Worn.  Uncivil,  Madam,  pardon  me  *,  one  cannot  be  fo  in  fpeaiiing  to 


one's  own.  * 

3.  Worn.  That’s  true  *,tfhe  little  thinks  who  that  is. 

6.  Worn.  T<*their  own  /  Ha,  ha,  ha,  that’s  true - Come,  Honey,  keep 

’em  no  longer  in  Ignorance. 

4,  Worn.  jflSme,  Ladies,  I  wiUnamdeceive  you  all }  think  no  further  of  this 

Gentleman,  I  fay^  think  no  farther  of  him - 

1.  Worn.  Whatman  this  mean  ? 

D.  John .  Hold,  for  Heav’ns  fake  •,  you  know  not  what  you  do. 

4.  Worn.  Yes,  yes,  I  do  ^  it  fhall  all  out :  I’ll  fend  ’em  away  with  Fleas  in 
their  Ears.  Poor  filly  Creatures !  . 

D.  John.  Now  will  civil  Wars  arife- 


4.  Worn.  Tuoubl?  your  felves  no  longer  about  Don  John ,  he  is  mine - he 

is  mine,  Ladjes.  M 
Youfj  | 

W).  John.  Pof  on’t,  I  mult  fet  a  good  Face  upon  the  bus’nefs ;  I  fee  Murther 
will  out^— 

6.  Worn. :  Your’s,  that’s  pleafant  ^  he’s  miv 


he  is  my  Husband. 

I  am  his  Wife. 

3.  worn.  /\re  you  nouaiuamu,  juau.it;>,  u  claim  my  usband  • 

2.  Wont.  Are  you  all  mad  ?  I  am  fure  l  am  marry’d  to  him. 

AX.  ton  !  5  .  ,  ,  _  ,  . 

D.  John.  Look  you/ Lad>$s.A  a  Man’s  but  a  Man?  heres  my  Body,  takt 

'  you  all- 


a  matter  of  fifteen 


more 
D.  John. 


ready  to  put 

Wow  now.  Rogue,  this  is  your  fault,  $irr$n. 


eard  in  their  order¬ 


's* 


mm 
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•■Jacotn.  My  fault.  Sir,  no ;  the  Ladies  fliall  fee  I  am  no  Traitor.  Look  you 
P  adies _ ~ 

D .  Joint.  Peace,  Villain,  or  I  wiU  cut  your  throat.  .Well,  Ladies,  know 
then  I  am  marry ’d  to  one  in  this  company ;  and  to  morrow  morning,  if  you 
will  repair  to  this  place,  I  will  declare  my  Marriage,  which  now  for  fome 

fecret  Reafons,  1  am  oblig’d  to  conceal - Now  wiU  each  Strumpet  think  ’tis 

her  I  mean. 

i  .Worn.  That’s  well  enough. 

4.  Worn.  I  knew  he  would  own  me  at  laft. 

3.  Worn.  Now  they  will  focn  fee  their  errors. 

5.  H  m.  Now  we’ll  conceal  it  no  longer,  Deareft. 

D.  Jc  n.  No,  no,  I  warrant  you - 

6.  Worn.  Lord  how  blank  thefe  Ladies  will  look.  ^ 

2.  Worn.  Poor  Ladies 


Jacom.  Ladies,  pray  let  me  ask  a  quefticn,  which  of  you  is  ftally  marry ’d 
to  him  ?  * 

Omnes.  I,  I,  I.  ^ 

D.  John.  ’Sdeath,  you  Son  of  3  Baboon.  Come,  com*,  Pox  on’t,  why 
fhould  I  dally  any  longer !  Why  fhould  I  conceal  my  good  .Actions  /  in  one 
word,  I  am  married  to  every  one  of  you,  and  have  above  fourfeore  more; 
nor  will  I  ever  give  over,  till  I  have  as  many  Wives  and  Concubines  as  the 
Grand  Seignior.  •  .  1* 

Jacom.  A  very  modeft  civil  Perfon  truly - 

4.  Worn.  O  horrid  Villain,! 

6.  Worn.  Perfidious  Moniftr /  ^ 

Enter  Don  Lopez,  and  Don  Antonio.  w' 

D.  Arito.  How  now,  Don  John ;  Hah  !  you  are  a  ravenous  Bird  of  prey 
indeed  ;  do  you  fly  at  no  lefs  than  a  whole  Covee  of  Whores  at  once  ?  you 
icon-  a  iingle  Strumpet  for  your  Quarry. 

D  l  - : .  What,  in  Tears  too  !  Fie,  Don  John  *,  thou  ait  the  moft  ungenteel 
Knight  .live  :  life  your  Ladies  civilly  for  fliame. 

D.  John.  Ay,  before  the  Viftory,  I  grant  you  ,  but  after  it,  they  Ihould 
wear  Chains,  and  follow  the  Conqueror’s  Chariot.  - 

D.  Lop.  Alas,  poor  Harlots !  P  •  \ 

D.  John.  Peace,  peace,  good  words ;  thefe  are  certain  Animals  call’d  Wiv^k , 
and  all  of ’em  are  my  Wives  :  do  you  call  a  Man  of*Honour’s  Wives  Harlots?' 
out  on’t. 

L  1  .Worn.  Perfidious  Mon  ft  er  / 


% 


D.Anto.  Excellent/  ^ 

D.  John.  Come  on,  you  are  come  very  opportunely,  to  help  to  celebrate 
ray  feveval  and  refpeftive  Weddingsi  Come  my  dears  ;  ’faith  we  will  have  a 
Ballad  at  our  Weddings.  Where  are  my  Fidlers  ? 

6 .  Worn.  G  fa v age  Beall: ! 

4-  Worn.  Inhumane  Villain !  Revenge  (hall  follow. 

D.  John.  Pox  on  Revenge,-  call  in  my  Minltriis. 

Enter  Fidlers. 


ome,  Sing  my  Epithalamium. 

■  m  .m.  ;  -  ‘  '  . 
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SONG. 


Since  Liberty,  Nature  for  ail  has  defign'd, 

A  pox  on  the  Fool  who  to  one  is  confin'd? 

All  Creatures  befides , 

When  they  pleafe  change  their  Brides . 

All  Females  they  get  when  they  can, 

Whilft  they  nothing  but  Nature  obey. 

How  happy,  how  happy  are  they  ? 

But  the  filly  fond  Animal ,  <JMan, 

Makes  laws  \ gainft  himfelf,  which  his  Appetites  fway  °. 
Boor  Fools,  how  unhappy  are  they  ? 

Chor.  Since  Liberty,  Nature  for  all  has  defign'd, 
A  pox  on  the  Fool  who  to  one  is  confin'd . 


At  the  fir  ft  going  down,  a  Woman  is  good. 

But  when  e'er  fhe  comes  up.  I'd  ne'er  chew  the  Cud ' 
But  out  {he  /had  go,  < 

And  Id  ferve  'em  ad  fo. 

When  with  one  my  Stomach  is  cloy'd. 

Another  J had  foon  be  enjoy'd. 

Then  how  happy,  bow  happy  are  we  ? 

Let  the  Coxcomb  when  weary,  drudge  on. 

And  foolifhly  ft  ay  when  he  wou'd  fain  begone , 

Poor  Fool !  How  unhappy  is  he  ? 

Chor.  At  the  fir  ft  going  down, 


Let  the  Rabble  obey,  I'd  live  like  a  Man , 

Who  by  Nature  is  free  to  enjoy  all  he  can : 

Wife  Nature  does  Teach, 

More  truth  than  Fools  Preach  -,  • 

They  bind  us,  but  fhe  gives  us  eafe ; 

Vd  Revel,  and  Love  where  l  pleafe. 

She,  She's  my  infadible  Guide. 

But  were  the  blefs'd  freedom  deny'd,  _ 

Of  variety  in  the  things  we  love  be  ft. 

Dud  Man  were  the  flavijheft  Beaft. 

Chor.  Let  the  Rabble  obey,  &C. 

D.  John >  Come,  how  do  you  like  this  ?  Let’s  be  merry,  my  Brides. 

4.  Worn.  O  monftrous  Traitor !  do  you  mock  our  Mifery  ? 

D.  John.  Good  Spoufe,  be  not  paffionate - faith  we’ll  have  a  Dance. 

Strike  up— —  £ Dance . 

D.  Lop.  Be  comforted,  good  Ladies  ^  you  have  companions  in  your  mis¬ 
fortunes - - 

D.  Anto.  He  has  been  Marry’d  in  all  the  pities  of  Spain ;  What  a  breed  of 
Don  John's  fhall  we  have  ?  D  D.  Job • 


D.  John.  Come,  Sweet-hearts  •,  you  mull  be  civil  to  thefe  Gentlemen  ,  they 
aie  my  Friends,  and  Men  of  Honour. 

6.  Worn.  Men  of  Honour  !  They  are  Devi-s  if  they  be  your  Friends. 

D.  John.  I  h?»te  unreafonable,  unconfcionable  fellows,  who  when  they  are 
weary,  of  their  Wives,  will  itill  keep  ’em  from  other  Men.  Gentlemen,  ye 
ihali  ommand  mine. 


4.  Worn.  Thinkeft  thou  I  will  out-live  this  affront  ? 

D  John.  I’ll  trull  you  for  iha',  there’s  ne’er  a  Lucrece  now-a-days,  the  Sex 
has  learnt  Wit  'i ace.  Let  me  fee,  Antonio ,  thou  fhalt  have  for  thy  prefent  ufe, 
let  me  fee,  my  Sixth  Wifc - fdtn  die’s  a  pretty  buxom  Wench,  and  de¬ 

fer  -e>  heart  j  ufage  from  thee. 

6.  Worn.  Traitor,  1  il  be  reveng’d  on  all  thy  Treachery. 

Ant.  \  mettl’d  Girl,  1  like  her  well:  She’ll  endure  a  Rape  gallantly. 

I  love  relillance,  it  endears  the  pleafure. 

D.  Job.  And  Lopez. ,  thou  fhalt  have ,  let  me  fee  ,  ay  ,  my  Fourth  Spoufe  ; 
She’s  a  brave  Virago  •,  and  Gad  if  1  had  not  been  fomething  familiar  with  her 
ahead/,  I  would  venture  my  Life  for  her. 

4.  Worn.  Vile  Wretch  /  Think’ft  thou  I  will  out-live  this  affront?  Impious 
Villain  !  Though  thou  haft  ho  Senfe  of  Virtue  or  Honour  left,  thou  (halt  find 
I  have. 

D.  Job ,  Virtue  and  Honour  /  There’s  nothing  good  or  ill ,  but  as  it  feems 
to  each  Men's  natural  Appetite,  if  they  will  content  freely.  You  muft  ravilh, 
Ei iends:  That’s  all  I  know,  you  muft, ravilh. 

1 .  Worn.  Unheard  of  Villany  /  Fly  from  this  Hellilh  place.  . 

D.  Ant.  Ladies,  you  (hall  fly,  but  we  mull  Ravilh  fcrft. 

D.  Lop.  Yes,  I  allure  you  we  mud  Ravilh— 

4.  Worn.  No,  Monfler,  I’ll  prevent  you.  [Stabs  her  Jelf. 

D.  Ant.  'Sd.-Mth,  She’s  as  good  as  her  word. 

The  fir  ft  time  l  e’er  knew  a  Woman  fo. 

D.  Lop.  Pox  on’t,  (he  has  prevented  me  ;  She’s  dead. 

D.  Job.  Say  you  f©  ?  well,  go  thy  ways,  thou  wer’t  a  Girl  of  pretty  Parts, 
that’s  the  Truth  on’t ;  but  I  ne’r  thought  this  had  been  in  thee. 

2.  Worn.  Thefe,  fure,  ."re  Devils  in  the  lhape  of  Men. 

D.  Job.  Now  fee  my  Providence,  if  I  had  been  Marri’d  to  none  but  her ,  I 
had  been  a  Widower. 

1.  Worn.  O  Horror  !  Horror  /  Fly  !  Fly  ! 

6  Worn.  No,  I’ll  be  reveng’d  firft  on  this  barbarous  Wretch. 

D.  John.  Why  look  you,  here’s  a  Wench  of  mettle  for  you ;  go  ravilh 
quickly- — — 


6.  Worn.  Let’s  fly,  and  call  for  help,  fome  in  the  Street  may  help  us — 

[They  all  run  off,  crying,  Help,  Murder,  Murder 
D.  Anto.  Let  ’em  go,  they  are  confin’d,  they  can’t  get  out. 

D  John.  It  (hall  ne’er  be  laid  that  a  Woman  went  out  of  this  houfe  Rein 
fetfa  but  after  that,  ’twill  be  time  for  to  fly. 

D  Lop.  We  have  a  hir’d  Vefiel,  the  Mailer  is  a  brave  Rogue  of  my  acquarn 
fari.ee  •,  he  has  been  a  Bandit. 

D,  Ann..  A  brave  iipnefl  wicked  Fellow  as  heart  can  wifi).  I  haveravifliM  • 
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robbed,  and  murdered  with  him, 

D.  John.  That’s  well.  Hey,  where  are  my  Rogues  ?  Hey  / 

Enter  Servant  am  Jacomo. 

Here,  Sirrah,  do  you  fend  my  Goods  on  Board? 

D.  Anto.  My  Man  will  dircd  you.  f Exit  Servant. 

D.  John.  Come,  Sirrah,  do  you  remove  this  Body  to  another  Room — 
Jacom.  Oh  horrid  fad  /  what,  another  Murder  !  what  (hail  l  do  ! 

D.  John.  Leave  your  complaints,  you  Dog-  I’ll  fend  you  after  her. 

Jacom.  Oh  !  I  Qiall  be  bang’d,  I  fnall  be  hang’d. 

D.  John.  Take  her  up,  Rafcal  •  or  I'll  cut  your  Throat. 

Jacom.  1  will.  Sir.  Oh  mercy  upon  me  /  l  (hall  be  bang’d - 

D.John.  Now,  Sirrah,  doyou-nm  into  the  dreets,  and  force  in  the  next 
Woman  you  meet,  or  I’ll  cut  your  Wind-pipe  ^  and  let  no  Body  out — - 
Jacom.  What  htllifh  fad  will  he  now  commit. 

D.  John.  Take  her  up,  you  hen  hearted  compaflionate  Rafcal. 

Jacom.  Heaven  !  what  will  become  of  me  ?  Oh  !  Oh -  [ 'Carries  her  off. 

D.  John.  Now  Gentlemen,  you  (hall  fee  I’ll  be  civil  to  you,  you  (hall  not 
ravifh  alone  :  Indeed  I  am  loth  to  meddle  with  mine  old  acquaintance,  but  if 
my  Man  can  meet  with  a  Woman  I  have  not  lain  withal.  I’ll  keep  you  com- 
pany  ^  let  her  be  old  or  young,  ugly  or  handfome,  no  matter. 

D.  Lop.  Faith  1  will  ever  fay,  you  arc  a  well  bred  Man. 

D.  Anto.  A  very  civil  per fon,  a  Man  of  Honour. 

Enter  Servant,  forcing  in  an  ugly  old  Woman, ‘who  cries  out. 

D.  John.  This  unlucky  Rogue  has  made  but  a  fourvy  choice,  but  I’ll  keep 
my  word.  Come,  Bawd,  you  mud  be  ravifhed,  Bawd. 

Old.  Worn.  O  Murder  !  murder !  help  !  help!  I  was  never  ravifli’d  in  my  life. 
D-  John.  That  I  dare  fwear ;  but  to  fhew  1  am  a  very  vigorous  Man,  I’ll 
begin  with  you.  But  you  Rafcal,  Jaccal,  I’ll  make  you  Cater  better  next  time. 
Serv.  Indeed,  Sir,  this  was  the  firft  I  met, 

D.  John.  Come  on.  Bedlam,  thy  Face  lhall  not  proted  thee. 

Old.  Worn.  Oh  my  Honour !  my  Honour  !  help,  help,  my  Honour  l 
D.  John.  Come  to  our  Bufinefs. 

Enter  Jacomo. 

Jacom.  O  Sir  !  Sir  /  (hift  for  your  feif  ^  we  (hall  all  be  hang’d,  the  Houle  is 
hefet.  Oh  what  (hall  we  do  ? 

D.  John.  Away,  Coward :  Were  the  King  of  Spain's  Army  beleagu’ring  us, 
it  fhould  not  divert  me  from  this  Exploit. 

D.  Anto.  Nor  me. 

D.Eop.  Nor  me  :  Let’s  on. 

Upjohn.  Keep  the  doors  fad.  Sirrah.  Come  on. 

Jacom.  Oh  what  will  become^of  me  !  Oh  Heav’n  !  mercy  on  me  !  Oh  !  Oh  ! 

[Exeunt. 

In  Mans  Habit ,  enter  Maria,  and  her  Maid  Flora. 

Mar  Thus  1  have  abandoned  all  my  Fortune,  and  laid  by  my  Sex. 

Rever  ^e  for  thee.  Afii  c  me  now. 

You  Indruments  of  Blood,  for  my  dear  Brothers, 

And  for  my  much  more  dear  Ottavio's  fake. 

D  2 
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Where  are  my  Bravo’s  ? - 

Flora.  They  have  befet  the  Villains  Houfe, 

And  he  fhall  ne’er  come  out  alive — ‘ - 

Marla.  O  let  ’em  (hew  no  more  remorfe,. 

Than  hungry  Lyons  o’er  their  pfrey  will. 

How  miferable  am  I  made  by  that 
Inhumane  Monfler  /  No  favage  Beafl, 

Wild  defe  rts  e’er  brought  forth,  provoked  ' 

By  all  its  hunger,  and  its  natural  ragey 
Could  yet  have  been  fo  cruel; 

Oh  my  Ottavio  )  whither  art  thou  fledj 
from  the  molt  loving  and  moll  wretched' . 

Creature  of  her  Sex  ?  What  Ages  of  delight 
Each  hour  with  thee  brought  forth  ! 

How  much,  when  l  had  thee,  was  all  the  World 
Unenvied  by  me  /  Nay,  I  pityed  all  my  Sex, 

That  cou’d  have  nothing  worth  their  care. 

Since  all  the  treafure  of  Mankind  was  mine. 

Methought  I  cou’d  look  down  on  Queens,  when  he 
Was  with  me  :  but  now,  compared  to  me. 

How  happy  is  the  Wretched,  whofefinews 
Crack  upon  the  mercilefs  Engine 

Of  his  torture  ?  I  live  with  greater  torments  than  he  dies. 

Flora.  Leave  your  complaints.  Tears  are  no  Sacrifice  for  blood. 
Maria.  Now  my  juft  grief  to  juft  revenge  give  place 
l  am  afhamed  of  thefe  foft  Tears*  till  I’ve 
Reveng’d  thy  horrid  murder.  Oh  that  I  could 
Make  the  Villain  linger  out  an  Age  in 
Torments  !  But  1  will  revel  in  his  Blood  :  Oh 
I  could  fuck  the  lafl  drop  that  warms  the 
Monfters  Heait,  that  might  infpire  me  with 
Such  cruelty,  as  vile  man,  with  all  his  horrid 
Arts  of  power,  is  yet  a  llranger  to  \ 

Then  I  might  root  out  all- his  curfed  Race. 

Flora.  I’ll  follow  all  your  fortunes,  my  dear  Lady  ?,  ; 

Had  I  ten  thoufand  lives,  in  this  caufe  I’d 
Venture  one  by  one  to  my  lafl  flake. 

Marla.  Thou  art  my  dear  and  faithful  Creature 
Let  not  thy  Fortunes  thus  be  wrack’d  with  mine/ 

Be  gone,  and  leave  thy  molt  unhappy  Miflrifs  ^ 

One  that  has  Miferies  enough  to  fink  the  Sex. 

FW'a.  I  will  not  leave  you  till  death  takes  me  froir^  you. 

Maria.  Oh  that  I  had  been  fome  poor  iofl  Mountain  Girl* 

•Nurs’d  up  by  Goats,  or  fuckl’d  by  wild  Beafts, 

Expos’d  to  all  the  rage  of  heats  and  Killing  colds. 

I  ne’er  cou’d  have  been  abandon’d  to  fuch  fury. 

More,  favage  cruelty  reigns  in  Cme* 
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Than  ever  yet  inlDeferts  among  the 

Moft  venemous  Serpents,  and  remorflefs  v 

Ravenous  Beafts,  could  once  be  found. 

So  much  barbarous  Art  debauched 
Mans  innocent  Nature.  > 

Flora.  Lay  by  your  tears,  till  your  revenge  be  finilhed  \ 

Then,  then  you  pay  have  leifure  to  complain. 

Maria.  I  will,  ’tis  Blood  I  now  mull  fpill,  or 
Lofe  my  own  in  the  attempt.  But  if  1  cam 
Have  the  fortune,  with  my  own  hand,  to  reach. 

The  Dog’s  vile  Heart :  1  then  (hall  die 
Contented,  and  in  the  other  World  I’ll 
Torture  him  fo,  Devils  fhall  learn  of  me  to 
life  the  damn’d. 

Flora.  Let’s  to  our  Sacred  Inftruments  of  revenge. 

yJMaria.  Come  on  .*  So  juft  a  caufe  would  turn  the 
Vileft  Ruffian  to  a  Saint.,  [Exeunt, 

[Bravos  natch  at  Don  John’*  Heufe, 
Maria  and  Flora  re-enter. 

Maria.  Come,  Friends,  let  once  a  Woman  preach  courage 
To  you,  infpired  by  my  juft  rage,  this  Arm 
Shall  teach  you  Wonders.  I’ll  (hew  you  now 
What  Lq¥£  with  juft  Revenge  can  do. 

i  .  Brav.  We  are  fo  pra&ifed  in  the  trade  of  death* 

We  need  no  teaching. 

Maria.  There’s  Gold  good  ftore  •,  if  you  difpatch  the  Dog,  I’ll  give  yon 
Yet  much  more ;  if  not, 

If  all  the  wealth  I  have  can  buy  your  lives, 

I’ll  have  ’em  inftead  of  his. 

i.  Brav.  For  half  the  Sum,  I’d  kill  a  Bilhop  at  the  Altar.  [They  retire. 

Enter  Don  John,  Don  Antonio,  Don  Lopez,  Jacomo. 

D.  John.  Now  we  have  finilhed  our  defign,  let’s  make  a  Sally,  and  raife  the 
Siege. 

D.  Anto.  Jacomo ,  do  you  lead  the  Van. 

D.  Lop .  Lead  on,  Jacomo ,  or  we  are  fure  to  lofe  you  you  are  not  good  at 
bringing  up  the  Rear. 

Jacom.  Nay,  good  Gentlemen,  I  know-  mv  felf  better  than  to  take  place  of 
Men  of  Quality,  efpecially  upon  this  oecafion. 

D.  John.  Sirrah,  go  on  :  I’ll  prick  him  forward.  Remember,  if  you  do  not 
fight,  1  am* behind  you. 

Jacom.  Oh  Heaven  !  Oh  Jacomo  !  what  will  become  of  thv  dear  perfon  ?' 
is  this  your  Courage  to  put  me  forward,  to  what  you  dare  not  meet  your  felves, 

D.  John.  No  words.  Rogue,  on,  on,  I  fay - 

Jacom.  Oh  I  (ball  be  murdered  !  murder’d  !  Oh  !  Oh ! 

D.  John.  On,  on,  you  Dog. 

Jacom.  Inhumane  Mafter  /  It  muft  be  fo  !  Heaven  have  Mercy  on  my  better 
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'Maria.  Fall  on,  fall  on,  that’s  the  Villain /  have  at  yon,  Dog— - - 

D.Jokn.  Courage,  Jacomo .  [They  fight,  and  are  driven  off,  but  Maria 

and  Flora  remain. 

J acorn.  Oh  !  Oh ! 

Maria.  Oh  Cowardly  Villains !  The  Traitor  will  eftape  their  hands.  Oh 
Dogs  /  More  feeble  than  the  teeblcft  of  our  Sex.  Let’s  after  him,  and  try 
our  ftrength. 

Enter  Don  John. 

He  is  return’d - Fall  on. 

D.  John.  Ha  ?  Mult  l  encounter  Boys  ? 

Flora.  Oh  l  am  llain - -  [Kills  Flora. 

Maria.  At  thy  Heart,  bafe  Villain.  D.  John  difarms  Maria,* 

D.  John.  There,  take  your  Sword  ;  I’ll  not  nip  Roguery  in  the  bud  ;  thou 
may’ll:  live  to  be  as  wicked  as  my  felf. 

Maria.  Poor  Flora !  but  Dog,  I’ll  be  reveng’d  on  thee  yet  e’re  ;  TExit,  * 
Enter  Don Lopez,  Dow  Antonio,  Jacomo. 

Jacom.  What  /  no  Thanks  \  no  Reward  / 

D.  John.  What’s  the  matter,  Sirrah? 

Jacom.  What,  no  Acknowledgment  ?  you  are  but  an  ungrateful  Man  let 
me  tell  you  that,  to  treat  a  Man  of  my  Prowefs  thus. 

D.  John.  What  has  your  valour  done? 

Jacom.  Nothing,  nothing  *,  fav’d  your  life  only,  th3t’s  all :  But  Men  of 
Valour  are  nothing  now  a-days.  ’Tis  an  ungrateful  Age.  I  fought  like  a 

Keroe - 

D.  Jnto.  Call’d  a  Stag  at  Bay. 

D.  Lop.  You  can  fight,  when  there’s  no  way  of  efcape,  without^. 

Jacom.  Oh/  What’s  here/  Another  Murder  !  Fly,  fly;  we  flfail  be  hang'd. 

D.  John.  Come  on  /  Let’s  now  to  Sea,  to  try  our  Fortunes. 

Jacom.  Ay,  make  hafte;  I’ve  laid  Horfes,  and  will  Ihift  by  Land.  Farewel 
Sir ;  a  good  Voyage - 

D.  John.  I  will  Murder  you,  if  you  refufe  to  go  to  Sea - * 

Jacom.  O  good  Sir,  confider,  do  but  confider ;  I  am  fo  Sea  lick  always : 
that  wicked  Element  does  not  agree  with  me.  , 

D.  John.  Dare  you  difpute  !  Goon,  1  lay.  .  .  . 

Jacom.  O  good  Sir,  think,  think  a  little ;  the  mercilefs  Waves  wiil  never 
confider  a  Man  of  parts :  Befides,  Sir,  I  can  Swim  no  more  than  1  can  fly. 

D.  John.  PH  leave  you  dead  upon  the  place,  if  you  refufe. 

Jacom.  O  Sir,'  on  my  Knees  1  beg  you’ll  let  me  Ray.  I  am  the  lafl  of  all  my 
Family  ;  my  Race  will  fall,  if  I  Ihould  fail. 

D.  Jc  bn.  Damn  your  Race - 

D.  A\  fo.  Do  not  we  venture  with  you  ? 

•  '  acorn.  You  have  nothing  but  your  Lives  to  venture,  but  I  have  a  whole 
Rmil  j  to  lave;  l  think  upon  Pofterity.  Befides,  Gentlemen,  lean  look  for 
no  fafety  i:  uch  Wicked  company. 

D.  John.  1 11  kill  the  Villain.  His  fear  will  elfe  betray  us. 

Jacom.  O  hold  !  hold !  For  Heavens  fake  hold— — «  I 
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C<?W*  0/  Don  John’*  Father  rifes.  \ 

Ghofl.  Hold  /  hold  /  J 

^  Jacom.  Ay,  hold.  hold.  Oh  Heav’n  /  your  Father’s  Ghofl-  a  Ghofl!  a 
Ghoft  !  a  Ghofl !  Oh  !  Oh  !  [ [Falls  down  and  roars . 

D.  John.  ’Sdeath  !  What’s  here  ?  my  Father  alive  ? 

Ghofl.  No,  no  ^  Inhumane  Murderer,  I  am  dead. 

D.  John.  That’s  well  1  was  afraid  the  old  Gentleman  had  come  for  his 

Eflate  again  \  if  you  wou’d  have  that,  ’tis  too  late  ^  ’tis  fpent- - 

6  hofl.  Monger  !  behold  thefe  wounds. 

D.  John.  I  do  they  were  well  meant,  and  well  perform’d,  I  fee. 

D.  Anto.  This  is  ftrange  !  How  ,1  am  amaz’d  / 

D.  Lop.  Unheard  of  Wonder  / - 

Ghofl.  Repent,  repent  of  all  thy  Villanies ; 

My  clamorous  Blood  to'Heav’n  for  vengeance  cries. 

Heav’n  will  pour  out  his  Judgments  on  you  all } 

Hell  gapes  for  you,  for  you  each  Fiend  does  call, 

And  hourly  waits  your  unrepenting  Fall. 

You  with  Eternal  Horrors  they’ll  torment, 

Except  of  all  your  Grimes  you  fuddenly  repent.  u  inks. 

Jacom.  Oh  /  Oh  !  Heav’n  deliver  me  from  thefe  Monflers. 

D.  John.  Farewel,  thou  art  a  foolilh  Ghoft  ^  Repent,  quoth  he/  What 
could  this  mean  ?  Our  Senfes  are  all  in  a  Mift  fure. 

D.  Anto.  They  are  not,  ’twas  a  Ghofl. 

D.  Lop.  I  ne’er  believ’d  thofe  foolifh  Tales  before. 

D.  John.  Come,  ’tis  no  matter  ^  let  it  be  what  it  will,  it  muft  be  natural— 

D.  Anto.  And  Nature  is  unalterable  in  us  too. 

D.  John.  ’Tis  true,  the  Nature  of  a  Ghofc  cannot  change  ours. 

D.  Lop.  It  was  a  filly  Ghoft,  and  I’ll  no  fooner  take  his  word  than  a  Whore’s*. 

D.  John.  Thou  artin  the  right.  Come,  Fool,  Fool,  rife^  the  Ghofl  is  gone. 
Jacom.  Oh  !  I  die,  I  die  *,  pray  let  me  die  in  quiet. 

D.  Anto.  Oh  /  If  he  be  dying,  take  him  up  ^  well  give  him  Burial  in  theSea. 

Come  on. 

Jacom .  Hold,  hold,  Gentlemen  ^  Bury  me  not  till  I  am  dead,  I  befeech 
you - 

D.  John.  If  you  be  not.  Sirrah,  I’ll  run  you  through. 

Jacom.  Hold,  hold.  Sir,  I’ll  go,  HI  go - 

D.  Lop .  ? 

D.  Ant.  $  Le«  on' 

D.  John.  Should  all  the  Bugbears  Cowards  feign  appear, 

1  would  urge  on  without  one  thought  of  fear. 

D.  Anto.  And  I 
D.  Lop.  Andl-— 

.  {Exeunt  Owner. 
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ACT  III. 


Enter  Don  John,  Don  Lopez,  Don  Antonio,  Jacorao, 
Captain  of  the  Ship,  Matter  and  Sailors. 


A-faJlcr.'K  -JErcy  upon  us/  What  fuddain  dreadful  Storm  is  this?  We  are 
1V1  all  loft  ;  we  fhall  fplit  upon  the  Rocks.  Loof,  Loof— — 


Jacom.  On  /  Oh  /  Mercy  !  Oh  l  was  afraid  of  this !  See  what  your  wicked- 
>nefs  has  brought  me  to  ?  Mercy  !  Mercy  ! 

D.  John.  Take  away  thy  cowardly  Face,  it  offends -me,  Rafcal. 

Capt.  Such  dreadful  claps  of  Thunder  I  never  yet  remember’d. 

D.  John.  Let  the  Clouds  roar  on,  and  vomit  all  their  Sulphur  out,  they 
ne’er  (hall  fright  me— — 

D.  Anto.  Thefe  are  the  Squibs  and  Crackers  of  the  Sky. 

D.  Lop.  Fire  on.  Fire  on  ^  we  are  unmov’d. 

Capt .  The  Heavens  are  all  on  fire  ^  thefe  unheard  of  Prodigies  amaze  me. 

'John.  Can  you  that  have  ftood  fo  many  Cannons,  be  frighted  at  the  fart- 
ing  and  belching  of  a  Cloud  ? 

Mafl.  Blefs  me,  Captain  !  Six  of  our  Foremaft-men  are  even  now  ftruck 
dead  with  Lightning. 

Sail.  O  that  clap  has  rent  our  Malts  in  funder. 

Jacom.  O  we  are  loft  !  You  can  Swim  ,  Sir  ;  pray  fave  me  ,  for  my  own 
and  Families  fake - 


D.  John.  Tofs  thefe  cowardly  Rogues  over-board.  Captain,  Courage  !  Let 
the  Heavens  do  their  worft,  ’tis  but  Drowning  at  laft. 

Jacom.  But - in  the  name  of  Heav’n  ,  but  Drowning,  quoth  he  j  your 


Drowning  will  prepare  you  for  Burning,  though  Oh,  Oh,  Oh.- 
Sail.  Captain,  Captain,  the  Ship’s  on  fire  in  the  Fore-caftle- 


Capt.  All  hands  to  work  upon  the  Forecaftle.  Heav’n  /  How  it  blazes 
ah^d.y  /  — - -  _  [Exit  Capt. 


Jdcom.  Oh  /  Oh  /  We  Burn  ,  we  Drown  ,  We  Sink  ,  Oh  /  We  Perilh. 


We  are  Loft,  We  are  Loft.  Oh,  Oh,  Olv 


M aft.  O  horrid  Apparitions  /  Devils  ftand  and  guard  the  Fire,  and  will 
not  fuffer  us  to  quench  it.  W e  are  loft. 

Enter  Captain. 

Capt.  In  all  the  dangers  I  have  been,  fuch  horrors  I  never  knew  ^  I  am 
quite  unmann’d. 

D.  Lop.  A  Man  and  fear  :  ’tis  but  dying  at  laft. 

D.  John.  I  never  yet  could  know  what  that  foolilh  thing  Fear  is. 

Capt.  Help,  help,  the  Fire  encreafes.  What  horrid  fights  are  thefe? 
where  e’ei  1  turn,  fearful  Spirits  appear.  [Exeunt  Captain  and  Sailors. 

D.  John.  Let’s  into  the  Boat,  and  with  our  Swords  keep  out  all  others. 

D.  Ante.  While  they  ai  e  bufy  about  the  Fire  vve  may  ’fcape. 

.  D.  Lop.  If  we  get  from  hence,  we  certainly  (hall  perifb  on  the  Rocks- — 

D.  John.  1  warrant  you- — v 


V. 


Jacom. 
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Jacom.  O  good  Gentlemen,  let  us  fbift  for  our  felves,  sod  let  the  reft  Burn 
or  Drown,  and  be  damn’d  and  they  will. 

D.  John.  No,  you  have  been  often  leaving  me  :  Now  (ball  be  the  time  we’ll 
part.  Farewel. 

Jacom.  Oh  !  I’ll  ftand  by  yon  while  I  live.  Oh  the  Devil,  the  Devil  /  What 
horrors  do  I  feel  ?  Oh  I  am  kill’d,  1  am  dead  ! 

[_A  Thunder -clap  fir  ikes  Don  John,  and  Jacomo  down. 

D.  John.  ’Sdeath  !  why  this  to  me  ?  You  paultry  foolifh  Bugbear  Thunder, 
Am  I  the  mark  of  your  fenflefs  Rage  ? 

D.  Lop.  Nothing  but  accident.  Let’s  leap  into  the  Boat..  /  v 

D.  Anto.  The  Sailors  all  make  towards  us  •,  they’ll  in  and  fink  it.  * 

D.  John.  Sirrah,  if  you  come  on,  you  run  upon  my  Sword. 

Jacom.  O  cruel  Tyrant  •  I  burn,  I  drown,  I  fink  !  Oh  I  die,  I  am  loft. 

Capt.  All  fhift  aboard  we  perifli,  we  are  loft. 

Mafi.  Ail  loft,  all  loft.  [_A great  Jhrick^  they  all  leap ever  Board'. 

Enter  an  Old  Hermit. 

Herm.  This  forty  years  I’ve  liv’d  in  this  neighb’ring  Cave,  and  from  thefe 
dreadful  Cliffs  which  are  always  beaten  by  the  foaming  Surges  of  the  Sea  •  be¬ 
held  the  Ocean  in  its  wiideft  Rage,  and  ne’er  yet  faw  a  Storm  fo  dreadful: 
fuch  horrid  fialhes  of  Lightning,  and  fuch  claps  of  Thunder,  never  'wfere.ia  my 
'  remembrance.  Yon  Ship  is  all  cn  fire,  and  the  poor  miferable  Wretches  muft 
all  perifh.  The  dreadful  Objed  melts  my  Heart,  and  brings  a  flood  of  Tears 
into  my  Eyes :  It  is  prodigious,  for  on  the  fuddain,  all  the  Heavens  a$e  clear 
again,  and  the  inraged  Sea  is  become  more  patient. 

Enter  Don  Francifco. 

D.  Eran.  Oh  Father,  have  you  not  been  frighted  at  this  prodigious  Storm, 
and  at  yon  dreadful  Spe&acle  ? 

Herm.  No  Man  that  has  an  apprehenfion,  but  wou’d  have  been  mov’d  with 
horror. 

D.  Fran.  ’Twasthe  mod  violent  Tempeft  I  ever  faw.  Hold,  yonder  are 
fome  coming  in  a  fmall  VefTel,  and  muft  neceffarlR  fplit  upon  the  Rock  ^  I’ll 
go  and  help  to  fuccour  ’em. 

Herm.  .Here  are  fome  this  way,  juft  come  in  a  fmall  Boat : 

Go  you  to  thofe,  and  thefe  I  will  aflift - 

D.  Fran.  I’ll  hafte  to  their  relief — - -  ZExit  Don  Francifta. 

Herm.  Hah  !  thefe  are  come  fafe  to  Land,  three  Men,  goodly  Men  they 
feem  to  be  ^  I  am  bound  in  Charity  to  ferve  them  :  they  come  towards  me. 

Enter  Don  John,  Don  Antonio,  and  Don  Lopez. 

D.  John.  Much  ado  we  are  fafe,  but  my  Man’s  loft  }  pox  on  him,  I  (hall 
mifs  the  Fool,  it  was  a  necelfary  Blockhead. 

D.  Anto.  But  you  have  loft  your  Goods,  which  were  more  neceiTary. 

D.  Lop.  Our  Jewels  and  Money  we  have  all  about  us. 

D.  John.  It  makes  me  laugh  to  think,  how  the  Fools  we  left  behind  were 

1  pull’d  which  death  to  chufe.  Burning  or  Drowning — ? — 

D.  Anto.  But  how  (hall  wedifpofeof  our  felves,  we  are  plaguy  Wet  and 
Cold.  Hah  !  Whit  old  Fool  is  that  ? 

D.  Lop.  it  is  a  Hermit,,  a  fellow  of  mighty  Beard  and  Sanctity 


D.  John 
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D.  John:  I  know  not  what  Sandity  he  may  have,  but  he  has  Beard  enough 
to  make  an  Owl’s  Nell,  or  fluff  a  Saddle  with. 

Herm.  Gentlemen,  I  fee  you  aie  Shipwrack’d,  and  in  diftrefs  ^  and  m7 
Function  obliges  me  in  Charity,  to  fuccour  you  in  what  I  may. 

D.  Anto.  Alas/  Whatcanft  thou  help  us  to?  Doff  thou  know  of  ever  a 
Houfe  near  hand,  where  we  may  be  furnifhed  with  fome  neceffaries  ? 

Herm.  On  the  other  fide  of  this  vafl  Rock,  there  is  a  fertile  and  a  pleafant 
Valley,  where  one  Don  Framifco,  a  rich  and  hofpitable  Man,  has  a  fweet 
dwelling^  he  will  entertain  you  nobly  :  He’s  gone  to  affifl  fome  Shipwrack’d 
-Perfons,  aftd  will  be  here  prefently.  In  the  mean  time,  what  my  poor  Cave 
can  afford,  yon  fhall  be  welcome  to. 

D.  Lop.  What  can  that  afford?  You  oblige  your  felf  to  Failing  and  Ab- 
flinence - 

Ham.  I  have  fludied  Phyfick  for  the  relief  of  needy  People,  and  I  have  fome 
Cordials  which  will  refrelh  you  •,  I’ll  bring  one  to  you - [Exit  Hermit. 

D.  John.  A  good  civil  old  Hypocrite  :  But  this  is  a  pleafant  kind  of  Reli¬ 
gion,  that  obliges  ’em  to  naftinefs  and  want  of  meat.  Fll  ha’  none  on’t - 

D.  Anto.  No,  nor  of  any  other,  to  my  knowledge. 

\  Enter-* Hermit  with  a  Cordial. 

Herm.  Gentlemen,  pray  talleof  this  Viol,  it  will  comfort  your  cold  Stomachs. 

D.  John.  Ha  !  ’tis  excellent  ’faith.  Let  it  go  round. 

Herm.  Heav’n  blefs  it  to'  you. 

D.  L%p.  Ha  !  It  warms. 

D.  Anto.  Thank  thee,  thou  art  a  very  honeff  old  Fellow  i’faitb. 

D.  John.  I  fee  thou  art  very  civil  ^  but  you  mull  fupply  us  with  one  neceffary 
more  •  a  very  neceffary  thing,  and  very  refrefhing. 

Herm.  What’s  that.  Sir?  ' 

D.  John.  It  is  a  Wliore,  a  fine  young  buxom  Whore. 

D.  Ant.l  ^  Whore,  old  Man,  a  Whore. 

D .  Lop.y  a  ' 

Herm,  Blefs  me,  are  yog  Men  or  Devils  ? 

D.  John.  Men,  Men,  and  Men  of  Luff  and  Vigor.  Prithee,  old  Sot,  leave 
thy  prating,  and  help  me  to  a  Strumpet,  a  fine  falacious  Scrum  per,  I  know  you 
Zealots  have  enough  of ’em.  Women  love  your  godly  W hore-maflers. 

Ham.  Oh  Monflers  of  Impiety  !  Are  you  fo  lately  Rap'd  the  wrath  of 
Heaven,  thus  to  provoke  it  ? 

D.  Anto.  How  !  by  following  the  Didates  of  Nature,  who  can  do  otherwife  ? 

D.  Lop.  All  our  Actions  are  neceffitated,  none  command  their  own  wills. 

Herm.  Oh  horrid  blafphemy  /  would  you  lay  your  dreadful  and  unheard  of 
vices  upon  Heaven  r  No,  ill  Mon,  that  has  given  you  free-will  to  good. 

^  D.  John.  I  find  thou  retir’fl  here,  and  never  read’ll  or  think’fl. 

Can  that  blind  faculty  the  Will  be  free 
When  it  depends  upon  the  Underflanding? 

Which  argues  firft  before  the  Will  can  chufe ; 

And  the  laff  didates  of  the  Judgment  fways 
The  Will  ^  as  in  .a  Balance,  the  laff  Weight 
JPut  in  the  fcale,  lifts  ud  the  other  end 
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And  with  the  fame  Neceflity. 

Herm.  But  foolifh  men  and  finners  aft  againft 
Their  llnderflanding,  which  inform  ’em  better. 

D.  Anto.  None  willingly  do  any  thing  againft  the  laffc 
Diftates  of  their  Judgments  ^  whatfoe’er  Men  do. 

Their  prefent  opinions  lead  ’em  to.  • 

D.  Lop.  As  Fools  that  are  afraid  of  Sin,  are  by  the  thought 
Of  prefent  pleafure,  or  fome  other  reafon, 

Neceffarily  byafs’d  to  purfue  -  - 

The  opinion  they  are  in  at  that  moment. 

Herm.  The  llnderflanding  yet  is  free,  and  might  perfwade  ’em  better. 

D.  John.  The  llnderflanding  never  can  be  free  * 

For  what  we  Underfland,  fpite  of  our  felves  we  do  : 

All  Objefts  are  ready  forrri’d  and  plac’d 

To  our  hands  \  and  thefe  the  Senfes  to  the  Mind  convey. 

And  as  thofe  reprefent  them,  this  mull  judge  : 

How  can  the  Will  be  free,  when  the  llnderflanding. 

On  which  the  Will  depends,  cannot  be  fo  ? 

Herm.  Lay  by  your  devilifn  Philofophy,  and  change  the  dangerous  and  de~ 
ftruftive  courfe  of  your  leud  Lives. 

D.  Anto.  Change  our  natures :  Go  bid  a  Blackamore  be  white,  we  follow 
our  Conflitutions,  which  we  did  not  give  our  felves. 

D.  Lop.  What  we  are,  we  are  by  Nature,  our  reafon  tells  us  we  mufl  fol¬ 
low  that. 

D.  John.  Our  Conflitutions  tell  us  one  thing,  and  yours  another  ^  and 
which  muft  we  obey  ?  If  we  be  bad,  ’tis  Nature’s  fault  that  made  us  fo. 

Herm.  Faiewei :  1  dare  no  longer  hear  your  impious  difcourfe.  Such  hard- 
dened  Wretches  I  ne’er  heard  of  yet.  [Exit  Hermit* 

D.  Anto .  Farewel,  old  Fool. 

D.  John.  Thus  Sots  condemn  what  they  can  never  anfwer. 

Enter  Don  Francifco. 

This  I  believe  is  Francifco ,  whom  he  fpoke  of,  if  he  has  hut  a  handfome  Wife, 
or  Daughters,  we  are  happy. 

D.  Lop.  Sir,  we  ai  e  fhipwrack’d  Men,  and  if  you  can  direft  us  to  a  place, 
where  we  may  be  furnifhed  with  fome  neccfiaties,  you  will  oblige  us - - 

D.  Franc.  Gentlemen,  I  have  a  houfe  bard  by,  you  (hall  be  welcome  to  it : 
I  even  now  endeavoured  to  fuccour  a  Youth  ana  beauteous  Woman  who,  with 
two  Sailors  in  a  Boat,  were  driven  towards  thefe  Rocks,  but  were  forced  back 
again,  and  I  fear,  are  loft  by  this  time.  I  defire  nothing  more,  than  to  afTiffc 
Men  in  extremes,  and  am  o’er  joy’d  at  the  opportunity  of  ferving  ydu. 

D.  John.  We  thank  you. 

D.  Franc.  You  (hall  corhmand  my  Houfe  as  long  as  you  pleafe :  I  fee  you 
are  Cavaliers,  and  hope  you  will  bear  with  fome  inconvenience.  I  have  two 
young,  and,  though  1  fay  it,  handfome  Daughters,  who  aie  to  morrow  morn¬ 
ing  to  be  married  •,  the  Solemnity  will  bring  much  company  together,  which  , 
1  fear,  may  incommode  my  Hcufe  and  you - 

D.  Anto.  You  pofe  us  with  this  kindnefs. 

D.  John.  What  ever  pleafes  you,  cannot  be  inconvenient  to  us. 
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D.Lop.  On  the  contrary,  vvc  (hall  be  glad  to  afUft  you  at  the  Ceremony, 
and  help  to  make  up  the  joyful  Chorus. 

D.  Franc:  You  (hall  command  my  Houfe  and  me  ; 
i’ll  (hew  you  tjie  way  to  it. 

IX  John.  Your  humble  Servant.  We»ll  follow  you.  [ Exit  Den  Francifco. 

This  is  an  admirable  adventure. 

He  has  Daughters,  Boys,  and  to  be  married  too  : 

If  they  have  been  fo'  foolifh,  to  preferve  thofe 
Toys,  they,  call  Maidenheads  }  ther  fen  dels 
Husbands  (hall  not  be  troubled  with  them  : 

1*11  eafe  them  of  thofe.  Po\,  what  fhould  thofe  dull 
Drudging  Animals,  call’d  Husbands,  do  with  fuch  Treafures: 

No,  they  are  for  honeft  Whore- mailers,  Boys. 

D,  Anto.  Well  faid,  Don;  we  will  not  be  wanting  in  our  endeavours  to 
fucceed  you. 

D.  Lop.  To  you  alone  we  muff  give  place.  Allons.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Hermit,  Maria  in  Man's  habit ,  and  Leonora. 

Heim.  Heaven  be  praifed,  you  are  fafely  now  on  Land. 

Maria.  We  thank  you,  reverend  Father,  for  your  afiHtance. 

Leon.  We  never  fhall  forget  the  obligation. 

Htrm.  1  am  happy  to  be  fo  good  an  Inftrument. 

Leon.  We  followed  a  Veflel,  which  we  faw  fired  with  Lightning,  and  we 
fear  that  none'of  ’em  efcaped. 

Maria.  1  hope  the  Villain  I  purfue  has  ’fcap’d  :  I  would  not  be  revenged  by 
Heaven,  but  my  own  hand  •,  or  if  not  by  that,  by  the  Hang  man’s. 

Lecn.  Did  any  come  to  Land  ?  For  l  moil  nearly  am  concern’d  for  one ;  the 
grief  for  whom,  if  he  be  loft,  will  foon,  I  fear,  deftroy  me. 

Herm.  Here  were  three  of  that  company  came  fafe  to  Land  ;  but  fuch  im¬ 
pious  Wretches,  as  did  not  deferve  to  efcape,  and  fuch  as  no  vertuous  perion 
can  be  concerned  for,  fure  *,  I  was  ftiff  w ith  fear  and  hor  rour  when  I  heard  ’em  talk. 
Maria.  Three,  fay  you  ? 

Leon.  By  this  fad  defeription  it  muft  be  Don  John ,  and  his  two  wicked  AiTo- 
ciates  •  1  am  afham’d  to  confefs  the  tendernefs  1  have  for  him.  Why  fhould  I 
Love  that  Wretch  ?  Of  my  too  violent  paflion  hurries  me  I  know  not  whi¬ 
ther  !  into  what  fearful  dangerous  Labyrinths  of  mifery  will  it  condud  me  ? 
Maria.  Were  they  Gentlemen  ? 

Herm .  By  their  out- fide  they  feem’dfo,  but  their  in-fides  declar’d  them  Devils. 
Maria.  Heaven  1  it  muft  be  the  Villain  and  his  barbarous 
Companions.  They  are  referved  for  my  Revenge  : 

Advil  me.  Heaven,  in  that  juft  canfe. 

Oh,  Villain,  Villain  \  Inhumane  Villain  ! 

Each  minute  is,  me-thinks,  a  tedious  Age, 

Till  I  have  dipt  my  hands  in  thy  heart’s  blood. 

Herm.  You  feem  o’er- joy’d  at  the  news  of  their  fafe  arrival :  Can  any  have 
a  kindnefs  for  fuch  dHIMute  abandon’d  Atheifts. 

Maria.  No,  ’tis  revenge  than  I  purfue  againft  the  bafeft  of  all  Villains.  * 
Herm.  Have  a  cave.  Revenge  is  Heaven’s  ;  and  muft  not  be  ufurped  by 
ratals. 
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Marla.  Mine  is  Revenge  for  Rapes  and  cruel  Murders,  and  thole  Heave* 
leaves  to  Earth  to  punifh. 

Herm.  They  arc  horrid  crimes,  but  Magistrates  mull  punifn  them. 

Leon.  What  do  I  hear  ?  were  he  the  bafeft  of  all  Men,  my  Love  is  fo  head- 
ftrong  and  fo  wild  within  me,  I  mult  endeavour  to  preferve  him,  or  deftroy 
my  felf :  To  what  deplorable  condition  am  I  falfn  ?  what  chains  are  thefe  that 
hold  me  ?  Oh  that  l  could  break  them !  and  yet  I  wou’d  not  if  I  con’d !  Oh  my  heart  1 

Herm.  They  are  gone  to  one  Don  Francifco's  houfe,  that  Road  will  bring 
you  to  it  j  ’tis  on  the  other  fide  of  this  Rock,  in  a  pleafant  Valley,  I  have  not 
Hir’d  thefe  forty  years  from  thefe  fmall  bounds,  or  I  wou’d  give  ’em  notice 
what  Devils  he  harbours  in  his  houfe.  You  will  do  well  to  do  it, 

Jacom.  [ Within Help /help/  murder/ 1  am  drown’d!  I  am  dead!  help!  help/ 

Herm.  Hah!  what  Voice  is  that  ?  I  muft  afljft  him - 

Maria.  Father,  farewel.  Come,  Madam,  will  you  go  to  this  houfe  ?  Now;, 
Monfter,  for  my  Revenge. 

Leon.  I  will,  but  for  different  ends  we  go  • 

’Tis  Love  conducts  me,  but  Revenge  brings  you.  Exeunt  Maria,  Leonora. 

Jacom.  Oh  /  help,  help  /  I  fink,  I  fink  / 

Herm.  Poor  Man,  fure  he  is  almofi:  drown’d, 

Jacom.  No,  not  yet  ^  I  have  only  drunk  fomething  ioo  much  of  a  feurvy 
unpleafant  Liquor. 

Herm.  Reach  .me  your  hand -  [Pulls  him  out. 

Jacom.  Ay,  and  my  heart  too  ;  Oh  !  Oh  ! 

Sir,  a  thoufand  Thanks  to  you  :  1  vow  to  Gad,  y’are  a  very  civil  perfon,  and 
as  1  am  an  honeft  Man,  have  done  me  the  greatelt  kindnefs  in  the  World,  next 
to  the  piece  of  the  Mall  which  I  floated  upon,  which  1  mult  ever  love  and  ho¬ 
nour  ^  1  am  forry  it  fwam  away,  I  wou’d  have  preferv’d  it,  and  hung  it  up  in 
the  feat  of  our  ancient  Family. 

Herm .  Thank  Heaven  for  your  deliverance,  and  leave  fuch  vain  Thoughts. 

Jacom.  I  do  with  all  my  heart ;  but  I  am  not  fettled  enough  to  fay  my  Pray¬ 
ers  yet  :  Pray,  Father,  do  you  for  me  ^  ’tis  nothing  with  you,  you  are  us’d 
to  it,  it  is  your  Trade. 

Herm.  Away,  vain  Man  }  you  fpeak  as  if  you  had  drtink  too  deeply  of  ano¬ 
ther  Liquor  than  Sea- water. 

Jacom.  No,  I  have  not,  but  l  wou’d  fain  :  where  may  a  Man  light  of  a 
Glafs  of  good  Wine  ?  I  would  gladly  have  an  Antidote  to  my  Poifon.  Me- 
thinks,  Pah  /  thefe  Fifties  have  but  a  feurvy  time  I  am  fure  they  have  very 
ill  drinking. 

Herm.  Farewel,  and  learn  more  Devotion  and  Thankfulnefs  to  Heaven— 

[.Exit  Hermit. 

Jacom.  Ha!  ’tis  uncivily  done  to  leave  a  Man  in  a  Arrange  Country.  But 
thefe  Hermits  have  no  breeding.  Poor  Jacomo ,  dear  Jacomo ,  how  I  love  thy 
Perfon,  how  glad  am  I  to  fee  thee  fa fe  ?  for  I  fwear,  I  think  thou  art  as  ho- 
nelt  a  fellow  as  e'er  I  met  with.  Well,  farewel,  thou  wicked  Element ;  if  e- 
ver  1  trull  thee  again —  Well,  Haddocks,  1  defie  you,  you  (hall  have  none  of 
me,  not  a  Ccllop  ^  no,  no,  l  will  be  f.eaten  by  Worms,  as  all  my  Ancettors 
have  been.  If  Heaven  will  but  preferve  me  from  the  rvIonHers  of  the  Land 
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/  Matter  and  his  two  Companions  ( who,  I  hope,  are  drown’d)  I’ll  preferve 
<ny  felf  from  thole  of  the  Sea.  Let  me  fee,  here  is  a  Path —  this  mutt  lead  to 
feme  Houfe.  I’ll  go,  for  l  am  plaguy  Pick  with  this  Salt-water.  Pah—  [Ex.  jaco. 

Enter  Clara,  and  Flavia  with  their  two  Maids . 

Clara.  Oh,  Flavia ,  this  will  be  our  'laft  happy  Night,  to  Morrow  is  our 
Execution  day  }  we  mutt  Marry. 

Flavia.  Ay,  Clara ,  we  2rc  condemn’d  without  Reprieve.  ’Tis  better  to 
live  as  we  have  done,  kept  from  all  Men,  than  for  each  to  be  confin  d  to  one, 
whom  yet  we  never  faw,  and  a  thoufand  to  one  (hall  never  like. 

Clara.  Out  on’t,  a  Spanifh  Wife  has  a  worfe  life  than  a  coop’d  Chicken. 

Flavia.  A  tinging  Bird  in  a  Cage  is  a  Princely  Creature,  compar’d  to  that 
poor  Animal,  call’d  a  Wife  here. 

Clara.  Birds  are  made  tame  by  being  Cag’d,  but  Women  grew  wild  by 
Confinement,  and  that,  l  fear,  my  Husband  will  find  to  his  cott. 

Flavia.  None  live  pleafantly  here,  but  thofe  who  fhouid  he  miferable 
Strumpets  :  They  can  choofe  their  Mates,  but  we  mutt  be  like  Slaves  con¬ 
demn’d  to  the  Gallies  •  we  have  no  liberty  to  fell  our  Selves,  or  venture  one. 
Throw  for  our  freedom. 

Clara.  O  that  we  were  in  England !  there,  they  fay,  a  Lady  may  chufe  a 
Footman,  and  run  away  with  him,  if  fhe  likes  him,  and  no  diihonour  to  the 
Family. 

Flavia.  That’s  becaufe  the  Families  are  fo  very  Honourable,  that  nothing 
can  touch  them :  Their  Wives  run  and  ramble  whither,  and  with  whom  they 
pleafe,  and  defy  all  cenfure. 

Vlara.  Ay,  and  a  jealous  Husband  is  a  more  monftrous  Creature  there 
than  a  Wittal  here,  and  wou’d  be  more  pointed  at :  They  fay,  if  a  Man  be 
jealous  there,  the  Women  will  all  joyn  and  pull  him  to  pieces. 

Flavia.  Oh  happy  Country  1  we  ne’er  touch  Money,  there  the  Wives  can 
fpend  their  Husband’s  Eftate  for  ’em.  Oh  blefs’d  Country  ! 

Clara.  Ay,  there  they  fay  the  Husbands  are  the  prettieft  civil  eafy  good 
natur’d  indifferent  Perfons  in  the  whole  World  }  they  ne’er  mind  what  their 
Wives  do,  not  they.^ 

Flavia.  Nay,  they  fay,  they  love  thofe  Men  beft  that  are  kindeft  to  their 
Wives.  Good  Men  !  Poor  Hearts !  And  here,  if  an  honett  Gentleman  offers 
a  Wife  a  Civility  by  the  by,  our  bloody  Butcherly  Husbands  are  cutting  of 
Throats  prefently. 

Clara.  Oh  that  we  had  ^hefe  frank  civil  Englifhmen ,  inftead  of  our  grave 
dull  furly  Spanifh  Blockheads,  wlvofe  greatett  Honour  lies  in  preferving  their 
Beards  and  Foreheads  inviolable.  V 

•  Flavia.  In  England ,  if  a  Husband  and  Wife  like  not  one  another,  they  draw 
two  feveral  ways,  and  make  no  bones  on’t,  while  the  Husband  ticats  his  Mi- 
ttrefs  openly  in  his  Glafs-Coach  •  the  Wife  for  decency’s  fake,  puts  on  her 
Vizer,  and  whips  away  in  a  Hackney  with  a  Gallant,  and  no  harm  'one. 

Clara.  Though  of  late  ’tis  as  untafhionable  for  a  Husband  to  I  n  .  his  Wife 
♦•here,  as ‘tis  here,  yet’eis  faiiuoiiable  for  her  to  love  feme  body  cife,  and. 

u’s  fomething.  *  ,  v,; 

'jia.  Nay,  they  iTo,  Gentlemen  will  keep  company  with;  a  Cuckold 

ther$, 


<there^  as  Toon  as  another  Man,  and  ne’er  wonder  at  him. 

Clara.  Oh  happy  Country  /  there  a  Woman  may  chufe  for  her  fdf,  and' 
none  will  into  the  Trap  of  Matrimony,  unlefs  (lie  likes  the  Bait  •,  but  here  we 
are  tumbled  headlong  and  blindfold  into  it. 

Flavia.  We  are  us’d  as  they  ufe  Hawks,  never  unhooded,  or  whiftled  off,- 
tiil  they  are  juft  upon  the  Quarry. 

Clara.  And  ’tis  for  others,  not  our  felves  we  fly  too. 

Flavia.  No  more,  this  does  but  put  us  in  mind  of  our  Mifery. 

Ctag.  It  does  fo :  But  prethee  let’s  be  merry  one  night,  to  Morrow  is  our 
fall.  Tarewel  all  Happinefs. 

Flavia.  O  that  this  happy  day  would  lafb  our  Lives  time.  But  prethee,  my 
Dear,  let’s  have  thy  Song,  and  divert  our  felves  as  well  as  we  can  in  the 
mean  time. 

Clara.  ’Tis  a  little  too  wanton* 

Flavia.  Prethee  let’s  be  a  little  wanton  this  Evening,  to  Morrow  we  mull: 
take  our  leaves  on’t. 

^ Jdlara .  Come  on  then,  oar  Maids  lhall  joyn  in  the  Chorus ; 

Here  they  are. 

SONG. 


WOman  who  is  by  Nature  wildy 
Dull  bearded  Men  inclofes  • 
Of  Nature's  feedom  we're  beguil'd 
By  Laws  which  Man  impofes  : 

Who  fill  himjelf  continues  free , 

Tet  we  yoor  Slaves  muft  fetter'd  be. 

Chor.  A  fh  me  on  the  Curfe 

Of  for  better  for  worfe  • 

’7 ‘is  a  vde/mpofitwn  on  Nature  : 

For  i  i Vonien  fhould  change , 

And  I  five  freedom  to  range , 

Like  to  e  tery  other  wild  Creature. 

0 

So  gay  >  thing  was  ne'er  defign'd 
To  b  refrain'd  from  roving  ^ 
Heav'd  meant  fo  changeable  a  Mind 
Shculd  have  its  change  in  loving. 

By  ctnning  we  could  make  Men  fmart , 
But  they  by  ftrength  o'er  come  our  Art . 

Chor.  A  fhame  on  the  Curfe , 

O/,  Eor,  &c. 

Hov  .happy  is  the  Tillage  Maid , 

Whom  only  Love  can  fetter  -9 


-1 
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By  foolifh  Honour  ne’er  betray'd. 

She  jerries  a  Power  much  greater  : 
That  lawful  Prince  the  wife  ft  rules , 
Tf  Vfurpcr's  Honour  rules  but  Fools . 


Chor.  A fhamt  on  the  Curfe 
Of,  For ,  &c. 

Let  us  refume  our  ancient  Right , 
Make  Man  at  dijlancc  wonder  • 
Though  he  victorious  be  in  Fight , 

In  Love  we'll  keep  him  under. 

War  and  Ambition  hence  be  hurl'd , 
Let  Love  and  Beauty  rule  the  World. 

Chor.  A  fhame  on  the  Curfe 
Of,  For ,  &c. 


Flavia.  Oh  dear  Clara,  that  this  were  true  !  But  now  let’s  home,  our  Fa¬ 
ther  will  mifs  us. 

Clara.  No,  he’s  walk’d  abroad  with  the  three  Shipwrack’d  Gentlemen. 

Flavia.  They’re  proper  handfome  Gentlemen  *,  but  the  chief,  whom  they 
call  Don  John ,  exceeds  the  reft. 

Clara.  1  never  faw  a  finer  perfon  •,  pray  Heaven  either  of  our  Husbands 
prove  as  good. 

Flavia.  Do  not  name  *em.  Let  the  Maids  go  home,  and  if  my  Father  be 
there,  let  him  know  that  we  are  here.  C Exeunt  Maids . 

Clara.  In  the  mean  time,  if  he  be  thereabouts,  do  you  go  down  that  Walk, 
and  I’ll  go  this  way,  and  perhaps  one  of  us  fhall  light  oi  him. 

Flavia.  Agreed.  •  [ [Exeunt  Ambo , 

Enter  Don  John,  Don  Lopez,  Don  Antciio. 

D.  John.  Where  have  you  left  the  old  Man,  Don  Franct/o  ? 

D.  Lop.  He’s  very  bufy  at  home,  feeing  all  things  prepa  d  for  his  Daugh¬ 
ters  Weddings  to  Morrow. 

D.  John.  His  Daughters  are  gone  this  way  :  if  you  bav=  any  friendfliip  for 
me,  go  and  watch  the  old  Man  •,  and  if  he  offers  t(  come  i  wards  us,  divert 
him,  that  l  may  have  freedom  to  attack  his  Daught  rs?. 

D.  Anto.  You  may  be  fure  of  us,  that  have  ferv’d  you  with  our  Lives :  be- 
Tides,  the  juftice  of  this  Caufe  will  make  us  ferve  you.  ‘Adieu. 

%  \_Exeunt  Don  Lo p.  Don  Anto, 

D.John.  Now  for  my  Virgins.  Affift  me  Love  l  Foe  Is,  voi  fhall  have  no 

Maidenheads  to  Morrow  Night.  Husbands  have  Maidenheads  !  no,  no- - - 

poor  fneaking  Fools. 

Enter  Jacomo. 

Jasom.  I  have  ioft  my  way,  1  think  1  lhall  never  find  thj*  Houfe  .*  But  I 
Shall  never  think  my  ielf  out  of  the  way,  unlefs  1  meet  my  pious  Mailer  ^ 
Heaven  giant  he  be  Drown’d. 


! 
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D.  470W  now,  Rafcal,  are  you  alive? 

Jacom.  Oh  Heaven !  He’s  here  !  Why  was  this  lewd  Creature  fav’d  ♦,  I  am 
in  a  worfe  condition  than  ever  •  now  I  have  fcap’d  drowning,  he  brings  hang¬ 
ing  frefh  into  my  Memory, 

D.  John.  What  mute.  Sirrah? 

Jacom.  Sir,  1  am  no  more  your  Servant,  ^ou  parted  with  me,  I  thank  you  $ 
Sir,  I  am  beholding  to  you  :  Farewel,  good  Sir,  I  am  my  own  Man  now - 

D.  John.  No  .*  Though  you  are  a  Rogue,  you  are  a  neceflary  Rogue,,  and 
pll  not  part  with  you. 

Jacom.  I  muft  be  gone,  I  dare  not  venture  further  with  you. 

D.  John.  Sirrah,  do  you  know  me,  and  dare  you  fay  this  to  m®  ?  Have  at 
your  Guts,  I  will  rip  you  from  the  Navel  to  the  Chin. 

Jacom.  O  good  Sir,  hold,  hold.  ’He  has  got  me  in  his  clutches,  I  (hall 
never  get  loofe - Oh  !  Oh  ! 

D.  John.  Come,  Dog,  follow  me  clofe,  (linking  Rafcal. 

Jacom.  I  am  too  well  pickfd  in  the  Salt  water  to  (link,  I  thank  you,  I  (haH 
keep  a*great  while.  But  you  were  a  very  generous  Man,  to  leave  a  Gentleman, 
your  Friend,  in  danger,  as  you  did  me.  I  have  reafon  to  follow  you  :  -But  if  1 
ferve  you  not  in  your  kind,  then  am  I  a  fows’d  Sturgeon. 

D.  John.  Follow  me.  Sirrah  ^  I  fee  a  Lady. 

Jacom.  Are  you  fo  fierce  already  ? 

Enter  Clara  finging,  A.fhame  on  the  Curfe, 

Clara.  Ha  /  Th  is  is  the  Stranger  ^ 

What  makes  him  here  ? 

'.D.  John.  A  delicate  Creature.  Ha  !  This  is  the  Lady. 

How  happy  am  l  to  meet  you  here - - 

Ciara.  What  mean  you.  Sir?  >  .  ^  * , 

D.  John.  1  was  undone  enough  before,  with  feeing  your  Pi&ure  in  the  Gal¬ 
lery  *,  but  I  fee  you  have  mor  e  Excellencies  than  Beauty,  your  Voice  needed 
not  have  confpir’d  with  that  to  ruine  me. 

Clara.  Have  you  (een  my  Pi&ure  ? 

D.  John.  And  Jov’d  it  above  all  things  I  ever  faw,  but  the  Original. 

1  am  loft  beyond  redemption,  unkfs  you  can  pity  me. 

Jacom.  C Ajide..]  He  has  been  loll  a  hundred  times,  but  he  always  finds  him- 
felf  again—- —  and  tnefoo  *,  a  pox  on  him. 

D.  John.  W  hen  Love  had  taken  too  faft  hold  on  me,  ever  to  let  me  go, 
I  too  late  found  you  were  to  Morrow  to  be  EVJarry’d. 

Clara.  Yes,  I  am  condemn’d  to  one  1  never  faw,  and  you  are  come  to  rally 
me  and  ray  misfortunes. 

Jacom.  Ah,  Madam,  fay  not  fo,  my  Matter  is  always  in  earned. 

\  D.  John.  So  much  l  am  in  earneit  now,  that  if  you  have  no  way  to  break 
this  Marriage  off,  and  pity  me,  I  foon  (hall  repent  I  ever  came  to  Land  ;  I 


my  Heart 


D.  John.  Peace,  Rafcal.  Madam,  t£is  is  the  only  opportunity  1  am  liKc  to 

have  ;  Give  me  leave  to  improve  it.  F 
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Clara.  Sure,  Sir,  you  cannot  be  in  carneft. 

D.  John.  If  all  the  Oaths  under  the  Sun  can  convince  you.  Madam,  I  fwear-- 

Jacom.  O  Sir,  Sir,  have  a  care  of  Swearing,  for  fear  you  foould,  once  in 
your  life,  be  forfworn - 

D.  John.  Peace,  Dog,  or  I  foall  flit  your  Wind-pipe.' 

Jacom.  Nay,  l  know  if  he  be  forfivorn,  ’cis  the  firft  time,  that’s  certain. 

Clara.  But,  Sir,  if  you  be  in  earned,  and  1  had  an  inclination,  ’tis  impefft- 
ble  to  bring  it  about,  my  Father  has  difpos’d  of  me. 

D.  John.  Difpofe  of  your  felf.  I’ll  do  well  enough  with  him,  and  my  Fortune 
and  Quality  are  too  great  for  him,  for  whom  you  are  intended,  to  difpute 
with  me. 

Clara.  If  this  be  trne,  wou’d  you  win  a  Woman  at  firft  fight  ? 

D.  John.  Madam,  this  is  like  to  be  the  firft  and  laft  •,  to  Morrow  is  the  fatal 
day  that  will  undo  me. 

Jacom.  Courage,  Don,  matters  go  well. 

Clara.  Nay,  I  had  rather  have  a  Peafant  of  my  own  chufing,  than  an  Empe- 
rour  of  another’s.  He  is  a  handfoine  Gentleman,  and  feems  to  be  of  Quality : 
Oh  that  he  cou’d  rid  me  out  of  my  intended  flavery.  [ Afide. 

Sir,  talk  not  of  impoflible  things  ^  for  could  l  wifo  this,  my  Father’s  Ho¬ 
nour  will  not  fuffer  him  to  difpenfe  with  his  promife. 

D.  John.  I’ll  carry  you  beyond  his  power,  and  your  intended  Husband’s  too. 

Clara.  It  cannot  be  *  but  I  muft  leave  you,  l  dare  not  be  feen  with  you— 

D.  John.  Remember  the  foort  time  you  have  to  think  on  this . 4  will  you  let 
me  perifh  without  relief?  if  you  will  have  pity  on  a  Wretched  Man,  1  have  a 
Prieft  in  my  company.  I’ll  marry  you,  and  we’ll  find  means  to  fly  early  in  the 
Morning,  before  the  houfe  are  ftirring. 

Ciara.  I  confefs  (  am  to  be  condemn’d  to  a  flavery,  that  nothing  can  be 
worfe  yet  this  were  a  rafh  attempt. 

D.  John.  If  you  will  not  confent  to  my  juft  defires,  I  am  refolv’d  to  kill  my 

felf,  and  fall  a  Sacrifice  to  your  difdain  *,  fpeak !  fpeak  my  doom — - 

[Holds  his  Sword  to  his 

Clara.  Hold,  hold - 

Jacom.  Ay,  hold,  hold:  Poor  fooliih  Woman,  foe  fhou’d  not  need  to  bid' 
him  hold. 

/  Clara.  I’ll  find  a  means  tins  night  to  fpeak  with  you  alone  ;  but  I  fear  this 
is  but  for  vourdiverfion. 


Jacom.  Yes,  'tisfordiverfion  indeed  j  the  common  diverfion  of  all  the  World,. 
0.  John.  By  ail  that’s  great  and  good,  my  Intentions  are  Honourable. 

Clara.  Farewel,  Sir,  L  dare  not  ftay  longer. 

0.  John.  Will  you  Keep  your  Word,  Madam  ? 

Jacom.  You’ll  keep  yours,  no  doubt - 

Clara.  1  viii,  any  thing  rather  than  marry  one  I  cannot  love,  as  I  can  no¬ 
man  of  another’*  chufing. 

D.  John.  Remember,"”  Madam,  I  pertfo  if  you  do  not  $  I  have  only  one  thing 
!Yy,  keepi  this  fecret  from  your  Sifter,  till  we  have  efteded  it  ■,  I  ll  give 


‘to 

you  f.  dicier Srcsfon  for  what  I  fiiv, 

Fi&jXJl-.  i  .  ev.e  Jr?;:.  i.;L  iHefc 
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Jacrn.  You  are  a  hopeful  Mas*  you  may  come  to  good  in  time, 

£wfev  flavia.  ; 

D.  John.  Here  is  the  other  Sifter ;  have  at  her, 

Jacom.  W  hy?  Sir,  Sir,  have  you  no  confciencc  ? 

Will  not  one  at  once  ferve  your  turn  ? 

D.  John .  Stand  by,  Fool.  Let  me  fee,  you  are  the  Lady. 

Flavia.  What  fay  you.  Sir? 

D.  John.  You  have  lately  taken  up  a  ftray  Heart  of  mine,  I  hope  you  do  not 
intend  to  detain  it,  without  giving  me  your  own  in  exchange. 

Flavia.  I  a  Heart  of  yours,  fince  when,  good  Sir  ?  You  are  but  this  day 
Ship  wrack’d  on  this  Coaft,  and  never  faw  my  Face  before. 

D.  John.  I  faw  your  Pi&ure^nd  I  faw  your  motion,  both. To  charming, 
I  could  not  refill  them  but  now  1  have  a  nearer  view,  I  fee  plainly  I  am  loft. 

Flavia.  A  goodly  handfome  Man  !  but  what  can  this  mean  ? 

D.  John.  Such  killing  Beauties  i  ne’er  faw  before  ^  my  Heart  is  irrevocably 
gone. 

Flavia.  Whither  is  it  gone,  Sir  !  I  affure  you  I  have  no  fuch  thing  about 
me,  that  1  know  of. 

D.  John .  Ah.  Madam,  if  you  wou’d  give  me  leave  to  fearch  you,  I  Ihould 
find  it  in  tome  little  corner  about  you,  dr  at  Jhall  be  namelefs. 

Flavia.  It  cannot  be  about  me,  1  have  none  but  my  own,  and  that  I  mufl 
paTt  with  to  morrow,  to  1  know  not  whom. 

D.  John.  If  the  moil  violent  love  that  Man  e’er  knew,  can  e’er  deferve  that 
treafure,  it  is  mine  ^  if  you  give  that  away,  you  lofe  the  trueft  Lover  that 
«’er  languifhed  yet. 

Jacom.  W  hat  can  be  the  end  of  this ;  fure  Blood  mufl:  follow  this  difhonour 
of  the  Family,  and  1  unfortunate,  fhall  have  my  throat  cut  for  company. 

Flavia.  Do  you  know  where  you  are  ? 

D.  John.  Yes,  Madam,  in  Spain,  where  opportunities  are  very  fcarce,  and 
thofe  that  are  wife  make  ufe  of  'em  as  foon  as  they  have  ’em. 

Flavia.  You  have  a  mind  to  divert  your  felf  \  but  I  mull  leave  you,  I  am' 
difpofed  to  be  more  ferious.  '  .  .  ■  s 

D.  John.  Madam,  1  fwear  by  all— — 

Jacom  Hold,  hold  ;  will  you  be  forfworn  again  ? 

D.  John.  Peace,  Villain,  1  (hall  cut  that  tongue  out. 

Flavia.  Farewel,  l  cannot  flay.  Exit  Flavia. 

D.  John,  i’ll  not  leave -her  ^  Til  thaw  her  if  ftie  were  Ice,  before  I  have 
done  with  her. 

Jacom .  There  is  no  ond  of  his  lewdnefs.  Well,  I  mull  be  kill’d  or  hang’d 
once  for  all,  and  ther’s  an  end  on’t.  [Exeunt. 

.  Enter  Maria  and  Leonora. 

Leon.  I n  f-anr  wiihv  what  LfufFcred  at  Sea,  and  with  my  wandring  fince  j 
let  us  rep  >k  $  r-ttle,  we  {hail  not  find  this  Houfe  to  Night. 

Mvi*.  r^’er  {hall  reft  till  I  have:  found  Don  Francifco’s  houfe  ^  but  I’ll  fit 
down  awhile,  ' 

Leon.  1  hope  he  will  notfind.it,  tlllll  have  found  gieans  to  give  Don  John 
•warning  of  his  cruel  intentions :  I  would  fave  his  Life,  who,  I  fear,  would  not 

Fa  do 
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do  that  for  me.  But  in  the  miferable  cafe  that  l  am  in,  if  he  denies  his  Love, 
death  would  be  the  welcom’ft  thing  on  earth  to  me. 

Maria.  Oh  ray  Ottavio's !  how  does  the  lofs  of  thee-  perplex  me  with  de- 
fpair  /  the  honour  of  Mankind  is  gone  with  thee  Why  do  1  whine  ?  grief 
fhall  no  longer  ufurp  the  place  of  my  revenge.  How  could  1  gnaw  the  Mon¬ 
gers  Heart,  Villain!  I’ll  be  with  you.  When  I  have  reveng’d  my  dear 
Ottavio' s  lofs,  I  then  (hall  die  contented. 

Enter  Don  Lopez,  and  Don  Antonio. 

D.  Lop.  The  old  Man's  fafe  ^  I  long  to  know  Don  John's  fuccefs. 

D.  Anto.  He’s  engag’d  upon  a  noble  caufe  :  If  he  fucceeds,  ’twill  be  a  victo¬ 
ry  worth  the  owning. 

D.  Lop.  4^ah  ?  whom  have  we  here?  a  ^oung  Man  well  habited,  with* 
Lady  too  •  they  feem  to  be  ft  rangers. 

D.  Anto.  A  raifehief  comes  into  my  head  now,  that^  worth  the  doing. 

D.  Lop.  What’s  that,  dear  Antonio  ? 

D.  Anto.  We  are  in  a  ftrange  Country,  and  may  want  Money:  I  would 
RoT)  that  young  Fellow.  We  have  not  robb’d  a  good  while  •  me-thinks  ’tis 
a  new  wicked nefs  to  me. 

D.  Lop.  Thou  art  in  the  right.  I  hate  to  commit  the  fame  dull  Sin  over 
and  over  again,  as  if  I  were  marry’d  to  it :  variety  makes  all  things  pleafant. 

D.  Anto.  But  there’s  one  thing  we’ll  ne’er  omit.  When  we  have  robb’d 
the  Man,  we’ll  ravilh  the  Woman. 

D.  Lop.  Agreed  !  let’s  to’t,  Man.  Come  on,  young  Gentleman,  we  mnft 
fee  what  Riches  you  have  about  you. . 

Maria.  O  Villains !  Thieves !  Thieves  !  thefe  are  the  Inhumane  Compand 
ons  of  that  bloody  Monfter. 

Leoif.  Have  pity  on  poor  miferable  ft  rangers. 

D.  Anto." Peace  !  we’ll  ufe  you  kindly,  very  kindly, 

D.  Lop.  Go  you  carry  that  young  Gentleman,  bind  him  to  a  Tree,  and 
bring  the  Money,  while  I.  wait  upon  the  Lady. 

D.  Anto.  Will  you  play  me  no  foul  play  in  the  mean  time  then  ^  for  we 
muft  caft  lots  about  the  bnlineis  you  wot  of. 

D.  Lop.  No,  upon  my  honour.  ..r  - 

Maria.  Honour  !  you  Villain  ? 

D.  Anto.  Come,  young  Gentleman,  I’ll  tame  you. 

Maria.  Help  !  help -  [Exit  Don  Ant.  haling  Maria, 

Leon.  Have'  you  no  humanity  in  you?  Take  our  Money,  but  leave  us 


liberty  •  be  not  fo  barb’roufly  cruel. 

D.  Anto.  Come,  I  have  made  hafte  with'  him  ♦,  now  let  us  draw  cuts  who 
enjoys  the  Lady  firft.  '  j  - 

Leon.  O  Heav’n  afiift  me/  what  do  I  hear  ?  help  /  help  ! 

£  /  Enter  four  or  five  Country  Fellows  tinting- from  Work.1  :  3 

t.  Count,  ftl.  What,,  two  Men  a  robbing  of  a  Lady  !  -be  gone,  and  let  herv 
alone,  or  we  have  fowre  Cudgels  (hall  waller  your  Bones,  1  tell  you  that, 

D.  Anto.  How  now.  Rogues  ?  [Light  off  the  Stage* 

Lem.  Thanks  ;o  Heav’n.  I  ft/ !  I -fly  !  where  fluJlI  hide  my  felf— • 


iPWPW Jhe  LI  BE 

•  -  Enter  Don  John  and  Jacomo. 

D.  John .  I  (hall  conquer  ’em  both.  Now,  Sirrah,  what  think  you  ? 

Jacom.  Why  I  think  you  manage  y<3t(r  bufinefs  as  difcreetly,  and  take  as 
jnuch  pains  to  have  your  Throat  cut,  as  any  Man  in  Spain. 

D.  John.  Your  fear-o’er  rules  your  fenfe,  mine  is  a  Life  Monarchs  might 
envy* -  * 

Jacom.  ’Tis  like  to  be  a  very  fhort  one  at  this  rate. 

D.  John.  Away,  Fool,  ’tis  dark,  I  mull  be  gone  •  I  (hall  fcarce  find  the 
way  home - - 

Enter  Leonora. 

Leon.  Heaven  guard  me  from  thefe  wicked  Wretches.  Help  !  help  !  they 
are  here. 

D.  John.  How  now.  Madam ;  what,  afraid  of  a  Man  ? 

Leon.  Don  John,  no,  not  of  you  i  you  are  the  Man  iW  World  I  would 
have  met. 

D.  John.  Leonora ,  you  are  the  Woman  i’  th’  World  I  would  have  avoided, 
’sdeath  !  (he  will  fpoil  my  new  deligns  ^  but  I  have  a  trick  for  her.  What 
miracle  brought  you  hither  ? 

Leon.  Love,  that  works  the  greatelt  miracles,  made  me  follow  you  *,  and 
the  fame  Storm  drove  me  on  this  Shoar,  on  which  you  wete  thrown*  and  thus 
far  I’ve  wandred  till  I  have  found  you. 

D.John.  This  is  the  moft  unreafonable  unfatiable  loving  Lady,  that  ever 
was  abus'd  by  Man,  (he  has  a  kind  of  Spaniel  Love,  the  worfe  you  ufe  her,  the 
more  loving  (he  is.  Pox  on  her,  I  muft  be  rid  of  her. 

Leon  l  am  very  faint  and  weary,  yet  I  was  refolved  not  to  reft  till  I  had 
fouftd  you. 

D.John,  Y  our  unwearied  Love  ha's  o’er  come  and  convinc’d  me,  there  is  not1 
fuch  a  Woman  breathing. 

Leon.  This  is  a  Sovereign  Medicine  for  all  my  Sorrows ;  I  now,  me-thinks 
am  happier  than  ever  :  But  I  am  faint  and  ill. 

D.  John,  Here.  Madam,  I  have  an  excellent  Cordial,  ’twill  refrefh  you  ; 
and  i’ll  condud  you  where  you  (hall  never  be  unhappy  more. 

Leon.  From  that  dear  Hand  ’tis  welcome — —  ^ 

To  your  Health.  „  [Drinks. 

D.  John.  And  to  your  own  deftrudion,  you  have  drunk  your  laft. 

Leon.  What  means  my  Love  ? 

D.  John.  Y’have  drunk  the  fubtleft  Poifon  that  Art  e’er  ygt  invented. 

Jacom.  O  Murder  /  Murder  !  What  have  you  done? 

D.  John.  Peace,  Villain  /  leave  your  unfeafonable  pity -  * 

You  cannot  live  two  Minutes. 

Leon.  O  ungrateful  Tyrant  /  thou  haft  Murdered  the  only  Creature  living 
that  cou*d  Love  thee.  Heaven  will  revenge  it,  though  to  me  ’tis-kindnefs. 

Here  all  my  Sorrows  (hall  for  ever  ceafe. 

D.  John.  Why  would  you'perfecute  me  with  your  Love  ? 

Lem.  I  could  not  help  it.  I  came' to  preferve  you,  and  am  deftfoy’d  for’t  - 

Jacom.  Oh  horrid  fad  1  J 

D.  John.  To  preferve  me !  1  wear  my  fafety  by  my  fide. 

^  ■  •"  ■  V  -  p  Lem, 
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Leon,  Oh  I  faint !  Guard  your  felf,  there’s  a  young 

Gentleman  purfues  your  Life  *  have  a, care - 

1  came  to  tell  you  this,  and  thus  I  am  rewarded. 

Heav’n  paidon  you,  farewel ;  1  can  no  more - 

Jacom.  This  Objed  fure  will  ftrike  your  Heart !  Tigers  would  melt  at  this* 
O  the  Earth  will  open  and  fwallow  you  up,  and  me  for  company.  There’s 
no  end  of  your  Murders. 

D.  John.  This  is  the  firft  time  I  ever  knew  companion. 

Poor  Fool,  l  pity  her,  but  ’tis  too  late - 

Farewel  all  fenflefs  thoughts  of  a  remorte, 

I  would  remove  whate’er  wou’d  flop  my  courfe.  [ [Exeunt . 


•ACT  IV. 

Enter  Don  John,  Den  Lopez,  Den  Antonio,  Jacomo. 

D.  John.*1 “T-*His  Nights  fuccefs  exceeded  all  my  hopes.  I  had  admittance  to 
A  their  feveral  Chambers,  and  I  have  been  contracted  to  both  the 
Sifters,  and  this  day  refolve  to  Marry  'em,  and  at  feveral  times  enjoy  them  ; 
and,  in  my  opinion,  1  lhall  have  a  brace  of  as  pretty  Wives,  as  any  Man  in 
Spain. 

D.  Anto.  Brave  Don  John ,  you  are  Maftcr  of  your  Art,  not  a  Woman  in 
Spain  can  ftand  before'  you. 

D.  Lop.  We  can  but  envy  you,  and  at  adiftance  imitate  j  but  both  their 
Maids  {hall  to  pot,  I  affine  you. 

Jacom,  How  far  will  the  Devil  hurry  you. 

D.  John.  *Tis  not  the  Devil,  ’tis  the  Flelh,  Fool. 

Jacom.  Here  will  be  fine  cutting  of  Throats.  Poor  Jacotno ,  muft:  thou  be 
cut  offin  the  flower  of  thy  Age  ? 

Enter  Don  Francifco. 

D.  Fran.  Gentlemen,  your  Servant  ^  1  hope  you  refted  well  this  Night. 

D.  Lop.  We  thank  you.  Sir  never  better. 

D.  Attto.  We  never  fhall  requite  this  obligation. 

Jacom.  1  warrant  you  my  Mafter  will  \  he's  a  very  grateful  civil  Perfcn 
indeed. 

D.  John.  The  Favour  is  too  great  to  be  fuddainly  requited  j  but  I  fhall  ftudy 
to  deierve  it. 

Jacom.  Good  Man,  you  will  deferve  it. 

Enter  two  Bridegrooms.  t  *  .  ,  ■  "  1 

D.  Fran.  Gentlemen,  you  are  come,  you  are  early. 

1 .  Bridegr.'  This  joyful  occafion  made  us  think  it  date. 

2.  Brtdegr.  The  expedition  of  fo  great  a  Bleffing,  as  we  this  day  hope  to 
■enjoy,  would  let  us  have  but  little  Reft  laft  Night. 

i .  Eridcgr.  And  the  fruition  will  afford  us  lefs  to  Night. 

D.  John.  Poor  Fords.'  you  ftudl  be  bob'd.  How  it  tickles  my  Spleen  to 

fed  -  •*  .'Va  n  ~ 
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D.  fr&Yt.  Thefe  3t*c  to  be  my  Sons*  in-law  . 

D.  John.  And  my  Cuckolds  before-band. 

D.  Ft  mi.  Pray  know  ’em.  Gentlemen,  they  are  Men  of-Honour. 

D.  John.  1  (hail  be  glad  to  ferve  them  l 

But  firft  Vll  ferve  their  Ladies.  .  '  {* Afide . 

D.  Fran.  Come,  Gentlemen,  I’ll  now  condud  you  to  my  Daughters ;  and 
beg  your  Pardon  for  a  moment  I’ll  wait  on  you  again.  £ Ex .  D.  Fran,  and  Brid. 

D.  Anto.  Thefe  Fools  will  fpoil  your  defign. 

D.  John.  No,  poor  Sots ;  I  have  perfwaded  the  Ladies  to  feign  Sicknefs, 
and  put  off  their  Marriage  till  to  Morrow  Morning,  to  gain  time  ;  fo  the 
mean  while  I  have  ’em  fafe,  Boys. 

D.  Lop.  But  will  not  the  Sifters  betray  you  to  one  another  ? 

D.  John.  No,  I  have  wheedled  each  into  a  Jealoufy  of  the  other,  "and  each 
believes  that  if  the  other  knows  it,  She  in  Honour  will  reveal  it  to  the  Father. 

Jacom.  Sir,  if  you  be  fa  very  weary  of  your  Life,  why  don’t  you  make  ufe 
of  a  convenient  Beam  ?  *ti$  the  eafter  way  *,  fo  you  may  die  without  the  filthy 
pother  you  keep  about  it. 

D.  John.  Away,  Coward-,  ’tisa  fign  I  am  not  weary  of  my  Life,  that  I 
make  fo  much  ufe  on’t. 

Jacom.  Oh  Jacomo !  Thou  art  loft  *,  ’tis  pity  a  Fellow  of  thy  neat  fpruce 
parts  fhould  be  deftroy’d. 

Enter  Don  Francifca 

D.  Fran.  Come,  Gentlemen,  wiil  you  not  refreih  your  felves  with  fome 
cool  Wines  this  Morning  ? 

D.  Lop.  We  thank  you.  Sir,  we  have  already. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Scrv.  Sir,  here’s  a  young  Gentleman,  a  ftranger,  deiires  to  fpeak  with  you. 

D.  Iran.  Admit  him. 


Enter  Maria  in  Mans  Habit. 


Your  humble  Servant. 

Maria.  Sir,  when  I've  told  you  what  1  come  for,  I  doubt  not  but  I  fhall 
deferve  your  Thanks.  1  come  to  do  you  Service. 

D.  Fran.  You  have  ’em.  Sir,  already -  - 

Maria.  You  have  lodg’d  within  your  Houfe  fome  Ship-wrack‘d  Men,  who 
are  greater  Villains  than  the  Earth  e’er  bore  ;  1  come  to  give  you  warning  of 
’em,  and  to  beg  your  Power  to  revenge  fuch  horrid  A&ions,  as  Heart  could 
never  yet  conceive,  or  Tongue  could  utter.  S  Hah  !  they  are  thefe — Revenge, 
Revenge,  cruel  unnatural  Rapes  and  Murders.  They  are  Devils  in  the  fhapes 
of  Men. 

D.  Fran.  What  Lv  you.  Sir  ? 

Jacom.  Now  the  arc  is  fail’n  upon  ms  •  me-thinks  I  feel  cool  Steel  already  f 
in  my  Body.  Too  well  1  know  that  Face. 

D.  John.  I  know  chat  Face.  Now,  Impudence,  alfift  me.  What 
young  Man  is  that  ? 

D.  Fran.  Thefe,  by  their  Habits  and  their  Meens,  are  Gentlepae  n,  and 
feem  to  be  Men  of  Honour. 

Maria.  By  thefe  two,  laft  nigti  i  ft*s  robb’d, "and  bound  to  a  T  ree,  a»v 

«  ,  ,  .  -  •'  rh, 
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there  have  been  all  Night,  and  but  this  Morning  was  reliev’d  by  Peafants^*^- 
1  had  a  Lady  with  me,  whom  they  faid  they  would  ravifh,  and  this  Mornfcig 
1  faw  her  dead  •  they  mult  have  murder’d  her. 

D.  Fran.  Heav’n  !  What  do  I  hear  ?  .  • 

.j facom.  Oh  !  I  am  noos’d  already,  I  feel  the  knot,  me-thinks,  under  my 
left  Ear. 

D.  Anto.  The  Youth  raves  \  we  never  faw  his  Face,  we  never  flirr’d  from 
the  bounds  of  this  Houfe  fince  we  came  hither. 

D.  -Lqp.  ?Sdcath,  let  me  kill  the  Villain  \  ffcall  he  thus  affront  Men  of  our 
Quality  and  Honour  ? 

D.  Fran.  Confider  I  am  a  Magiftrate. 

D.  John.  The  Youth  wasrobb’d,  and  with  the  fright  has  loft  his  Wits. 
Poor  Fool !  let  him  be  bound  in’s  Bed. 

D.  Fran.  Do  not  perfift  in  this,  but  have  a  care  .* 

Thefe  injuries  to  Men  of  Honour  (hall  not  go  unpuniftied. 

Maria.  Whither  (ball  injur’d  Innocence  fly  for  fuccour,  if  you  fo  foon*ea* 
be  corrupted  ?  Monfter,  I’ll  revenge  my  felt  •,  have  at  thy  Heart. 

D.  Fran.  What  means  the  Youth  ?  put  up  your  Sword. 

D.  Anto.  We  told  you,  Sir,  he  was  mad. 

oJMaria.  O  Impudent  Villains  /  I  ask  your  pardon.  Sir  -7  my  Griefs  and  In¬ 
juries  tranfport  me  fo,  I  fcarce  can  utter  them.  That  Villain  is  Don  John, 
who  bafely  murdered  the  Governour  of  Sevil  in  his  Houfe,  and  then  difliinour* 
ed  his  fair  Sifter.  . 

D.  John.  Death  and  Hell !  this  injury  is  beyond  all  fufferance. 

D.  Fran.  Hold,  Sir,  think  in  whofe  Houfe  you  are. 

Jacom.  O  Lord  !  what  will  this  come  to  ?  Ah  Jaoomo ,  thy  line  of  Life 
is  ihort. 

Maria.  This  is  the  Villain,  who  kill’d  the  Lover  of  Antonio's  Sifter,  de*> 
flower’d  her,  and  murder’d  her  Brother  in  his  own  Houfe. 

D.  John.  I’ll  have  no  longer  patience. 

D.  Anto.  Such  a  Villain  fhould  have  his  Throat  cut,  though  in  a  Church. 

D.  Lop.  No  Man  of  Honour  will  protect  thofe,  who  offer  iuch  injuries. 

D  .John.  Have  at  you,  Villain.  ‘ 

D.  Fran.  Nay- then  ^  within  there:  ho!  I  will  protect  him,  or  perifh 
with  him. 

Enter  two  Bridegrooms. 

i .  Bridegr.  What’s  the  matter  i 

P.  John.  This  rafhnefs  will  fpoil  my  defign  upon  the  Daughters^  if  I  had 
perfected  that,  1  would  have  own’d  all  this  for  half  a  Duccatoon-flTo  Ant.Lop. 

I  ask  your  Pardon  for  my  ill  manners  ^  I  was  provok’d  too  far  :  indeed  the 
accufations  are  fo  extravagant  and  odd,  I  rather  fhould  ve  laughed  at 
rLet  the  Young  Fool  have  a  vein  open’d,  he’s  ftark  flaring  Mad.  ^ 

D.  Anto .  A  foolilh  Impcltour.  We  ne’er  faw  Sevil  till  laft  Night. 

Maria.  Oh  Impudence  ! 

Jacom.  No,  not  we  •,  we  never  were  there  till  yeflerday.  Pray,  Sir  lay 
that  young  Fellow  by  the  heels,  for  lying  on  us.  Men  of  Honour.. 

D.  Franc.  What  is  the  matter.  Friend,  you  tremble  fa  ? 
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D.  Lop.  *Sdeath,  the  Dog’s  fear  will  betray  us. 

Jacom.  I  tremble,  no,  no.  Sir  :  I  tremble  ? - though  it  would  make 

any  one  tremble  to  hear  one  lye,  as  that  young  Gentleman  does.  Have  you 
no  confcience  in  you  ? 

Maria.  Heav’n  can  witnefs  for  me,  I  fpe-ak  not  falfe.  Ottavio^  my  dear 
Ottavio ,  being  deareft  to  me  of  all  the  World  •,  I  would  in  Sevil  have  reveng'd 
his  Murder,  but  the  Villain  there  efcaped  me  :  I  followed  him  to  Sea,  and’ in 
the  fame  Storm  in  which  their  Ship  perifhM,  l  was  thrown  on  Shoar.  O  my 
Ottavio !  if  this  foul  unnatural  Murder  be  not  reveng’d,  there  is  no  Juftice  left 
among  Mankind.  His  Ghoft,  and  all  the  reft  whom  he  has  barbaroufly  Mur¬ 
der’d,  will  interrupt  your  quiet,  they’ll  haunt  you  in  your  fleep.  Revenge, 
Revenge  ! 

2.  Bridegr.  This  is  wonderful. 

D.  Franc.  There  mu  ft  be  fomething  in  this  ^  his  pafiion  cannot  he.  counter¬ 
feited^  nor  your  Man’s  fear. 

Jacom.  My  fear  ?  1  fcorn  your  words.  I  fear  nothing  under  the  Sun.  1  fear  ! 
Ha,  ha,  ha - 

D.  John.  Will  you  believe  this  one  falfe  Villain  againft'  three,  who  are 
Gentlemen,  and  Men  of  Honour  ? 

Jacom.  Nay,  againft  four,  who  are  Gentlemen,  and  Men  of  Honour. 

Maria.  O  Villain,  that  T  had  my  Sword  imbru’d  in  thy  Heart’s  Blood.  Ok 
my  dear  Ottavio  !  do  Juftice,  Sir,  or  Heaven  will  punifh  you. 

Enter  Clara. 

D.  Franc.  Gentlemen,  he  is  too  earneft,  in  his  grief  and  anger,  to  be  what 
youwou’d  have  him,  an  Impoftour.  My  Houfe  has  been  your  San&uary,  and 
I  am  obliged  in  honour  not  to  act  as  a  Magiftrate,  hut  your  Hoft*,  po  vio1once 
(hall  here  be  offer’d  to  you,  but  you  muft  inftantly  leave  this  Houfe,  and  if 
you  would  have  fafety,  find  it  fomewhere  elfe.  Be  gone. 

D.  John.  This  is  very  well. 

Maria.  Oh  /  will  you  let  ’em  go  unpunifh’d  ? 

Whither  fhall  1  fly  for  vengeance  ? 

D.  Franc.  Pray  leave  this  place  immediately. 

Jacom.  Ah,  good  Sir,  let’s  be  gone - Sir,  your  moft  humble  Servant. 

Clara.  O  Sir,  confider  what  you  do  •  do  not  banilh  Don  John  from  hence. 

i.  Bridegr.  Ha  l  what  means  fhe  ? 

D.  Franc.  What  fay  you  ? 

Clara.  O  Sir,  he  is  my  Husband,  we  were  laft  night  contracted. 

D.  Franc.  Oh  !  what  do  1  hear ? 

1.  Bridegr.  I  am  difhonour’d,  abus’d.  Villain,  thou  dieft. 

D.  Jphn.  Villain,  you  lye  ^  I  will  cut  your  Throat  firft. 

D.  Franc.  Hey,  where  are  my  People  here? 

Enter  Servants  and  Flavia. 

Flavia.  O  Sir,  hold  *,  if  you  banifh  Don  John ,  I  am  loft  for  ever. 

D.  Fran.  Oh  Devil !  what  do  I  hear  ? 

Flavia.  He  is  my  Husband,  Sir,  we  were  laft  night  contracted. 

Clara.  Your  Husband!  Heaven!  what’s  this  ? 

2.  Bridegr.  Hell  and  Damnation  ! 

.  :  G  D.Fran? 


D.  Franc .  Oh  !  I  have  loll  my  fenfes. 

Maria.  Oh  Monftcr !  now  am  I  to  be  believ’d  ?  I 

Jacobs.  O  fparc  my  Life  !  I  am  innocent  as  I  hope  to  live  and  breathe. 

D.  John.  Dog,  you  fliall  fight  for  your  Life ,  if  you  have  it. 

D.  Franc.  Firil  I’ll  revenge  my  felf  on  thefe. 

D.  John.  Hold,  hold,  they  are  both  my  Wives,  and  I  will  have  them. 

at  bis  Daughters ,  and  they  run  out. 

D.  Franc.  O  Devil !  fall  on - 

Maria.  Fall  on,  1  will  alfift  you.- 

•  {They  fight.  Maria  and  Don  Francifco  are  kill'd, 

the  two  Bridegrooms  are  hurt ,  Jacomo  runs  away . 
D.  John.  Now  we’ve  done  their  bufmefs. 

A  cowardly  Rogue  !  are  not  you  a  Son  of  a  Whore  ? 

Jacom.  Ay,  Sir,  what  you  pleafe :  A  man  had  better  be  a  living  Son  of  a 
Whore,  than  a  dead  Heroe,  by  your  favour. 

D.  John.  I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to  kill  the  Rafcal  ;  his  fear,  fome  time  or 
other,  will  undo  us. 

Jacom.  Hold,  Sir,  I  went,  Sir,  to  provide  for  your  efcape.  Let’s  take 
Horfes  out  of  the  Stable,  and  fly  ;  abundance  of  Company  are  coming,  ex¬ 
pecting  the  Wedding,  and  we  are  irreparably  loll  if  we  take  not  this  time; 

I  think  my  fear  will  now  preferve  you. 

D.  uinto.  I  think  he  counfels  well.  Let’s  fly  to  a  new  place  of  pleafure. 

D.  John.  But  I  fliall  leave  my  bufmefs  undone  with  the  two  Women. 

D.  Lop.  ’Tis  now  fcarce  feifible.  Let’s  fly ;  you’ll  light  on  others  as. 
handfome,  where  we  come  next. 

D.  John.  Well,  difpofe  of  me  as  you  pleafe ;  and  yet  it  troubles  me. 

Jacom.  Hafte,  hafce,  or  we  fliall  be  apprehended.  £ Exeunt . . 

Enter  Clara  and  Flavia. 

Flavia.  O  that  I  ever  liv’d  to  fee  this  day  / 

This  fatal  day  l  ’twas  our  vile  difobedience 
Caus’d  our  poor  Fathers  death,  which  Heaven 
Will  revenge  on  us.  So  leud  a  Villain 
As  Don  John ,  was  never  heard  of  yet. 

Clara.  That  we  fliould  be  fo  credulous !  O  dreadful 
Accident  /  dear  Father,  what  Expiation  can 
We  make  ?  Our  crime’s  too  foul  for 
Tears  to  wafh  away,  and  all  our  lives  will 
Be  too  fliort,  to  fpend  in  penitence  for  this 

Our  levity  and  difobedience.  He  was  the  ,  ! 

Bell  of  Fathers,  and  of  Men. 

Flavia.  What  wili  become  of  us,  poor  miferable  Maids, 

Loft  in  our  Fortunes  and  our  Reputations  ? 

Our  intended  Husbands,  if  they  recover  of  their 
Wounds,  will  murder  us  •,  and  ’tis  but  Juftice : 

Our  lives  too  now  cannot  be  worth  the  keeping. 

Thofe  Devils  in  the  fliapes  of  Men  are  fled. 

Clara.  Let  us  not  vvafte  our  time  in  fruitlefs  grief; 
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Let  us  impjoy  fome  to  purfue  the  Murderers. 

And  for  our  felves,  lets  to  the  next  Monastery, 

And  there  fpend  all  our  weary  Life  in  penitence, 
Elavia.  Let’s  fly  to  our  laft  Sanctuary  in  this  World* 
And  try,  by  a  Religious  Life,  to  expiate  this  Crime  : 
There  is  no  fafetv,  or  no  hope  but  there. 

Let’s  go,  and  bid  a  long  farewel  to  all  the 
World  *,  a  thing  too  vain,  and  little  worth  our  care, 
Clara.  Agreed  *,  larewel  to  all  the  vanity  on  Earth, 
Where  wretched  Mortals,  toll’d  ’twixt  hope  and  fear, 
Muft  of  all  fix’d  and  folid  Joy  defpair. 


The  SCENE  is  a  delightful  Grove. 


Enter  two  Shepherds,  and  two  Nymphs, 


1,  Shep.  Come  Nymphs  and  Shepherds,  hafte  away 
To  the  happy  Sports  within  thefe  lhady  Groves, 

In  pleafant  lives  time  Hides  away  apace, 

But  with  the  wretched  feems  to  creep  too  flow, 
t .  Nymph.  Our  happy  leifure  we  unploy  in  Joys, 

As  innocent  as  they  are  pleafant.  We, 

Strangers  to  ftrife,  and  to  tumultuous  noife. 

To  baneful  envy,  and  to  wretched  cares. 

In  rural  pleafures  fpend  our  happy  days, 

And  our  foft  nights  in  calm  and  quiet  deep*. 

2,  Shep .  No  rude  Ambition  interrupts  our  reft, 

Nor  bale  and  guilty  thoughts  how  to  be  great. 

2.  Nymph.  In  humble  Cottages  we  have  fuch  contents, 

As  uncorrupted  Nature  does  afford, 

Which  the  great,  that  furfeit  under  gilded  Roofs, 

And  wanton  indown-Beds,  an  never  know. 

1,  Shep.  Nature  is  here,  not  yet  debauch’d  by  Art, 

’Tis  as  it  was  in  Saturn7 s  happy  days : 

Minds  are  not  here  by  Luxury  invaded. 

A  homely  Plenty,  with  (harp  Appetite, 

Does  lightfome  health,  and  vigorous  ftrengtb  impart 
t ,  Nymph.  A  chaft  cold  Spring  does  here  refrem  our  Thiri$, 
Which  by  no  feverilh  furfeit  is  increas’d  j 
Our  food  is  fuch  as  Nature  meant  for  Men, 

£rt  with  the  Vicious,  Eating  was  an  Art. 

%.  Nymph,  In  noify  Cities  riot  is  purfu’d, 

And  lead  Luxurious  living  foftens  Men, 

,  Effeminates  Fools  in  Body  and  in  Mind,’ 

Weakens  their  Appetites,  and  decays  their  Nerves. 

2.  Shep.  With  filthy  fteams  from  their  excefs  of  Meat, 

Ajjd  cloudy  vapours  rais’d  from  dangerous  Wine ; 
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v-fieir  heads  are  never  clear  or  free  to  think. 

They  wafte  their  Lives  in-  a .continual  milt.  ^ 

r.  Shop.  Some  fabtil  and  ill  Men  chufe  Temperance, 

Not  as  a  Vertue,  but  a 'Bawd  to  Vice, 

And  vigilantly  wait  to  mine  thofe, 

Whom  Luxury  and  Eafe  have  lull’d  afleep. 

2.  Shep.  Yes,  in  the  clamorous  Courts  of  tedious  Law, 

Where  what  is  meant  for  a  relief’s  a  grievance  ; 

Or  in  Kings  Palaces,  where  Cunning  fbrives 
Not  to  advance  King’s  Interefls,  but  its  own. 

t.  Nymph.  There  they  in  a  continual  hurry  live, 

And  feldome  can,  for  all  thdr  fubtile  Arts, 

Lay  their  foundations  fure  ;  but  fome 

Are  undermin’d,  others  blown  down  by  ftorms, 

2.  Nymph.  Their  fubtilty  is  but  a  common  Road 
Of  flattering  great  Men,  and  opprefling  little. 

Smiling  on  all  they  meet,  and  loving  none. 

1 .  Sbep.  In  populous  Cities,  Life  is  all  a  florm  ^ 

But  we  enjoy  a  fweet  perpetual  calm : 

Here  our  own  Flocks  we  keep,  and  here 
I  and  my  Phyllis  can  embrace  unenvy’d. 

2.  Shep.  And  1  and  Celia  without  Jealoufy. 

But  hark,  the  Pipes  begin  ;  now  for  our  fports.  [.A Symphony  of  RuftickMufick, 

-*  ,  » 

NTmphs  and  Shepherds  come  away. 

In  thefe  Groves  let's  fport  and  play  * 

Where  each  day  is  a  Holy-day , 

Sacred  to  Eafe  and  happy  Love , 

To  Dancing ,  APufick,  Poetry  .* 

Tour  Flocks  may  novo  fecurcly  rove , 

Whilft  you  exprefs  your  jollity. 


Enter  Shepherds  and  Shepberdeffes ,  finging  in  Chorus i. 

We  come,  voe  come,  ho  joy  like  this. 

Novo  let  us  ftng ,  rejoyce ,  and  kifs. 

•  The  great  can  nevjer  know  fuch  blifs . 

3 .  As  this. 

2.  As  this. 

3.  As  this. 

All.  As  this. 

The  Great  can  never  know  fuch  blifs. 

V 

3 .  All  tb*  Inhabitants  0’  th ’  Wood , 

Now  celebrate  the  Spring , 

That  gives  frtfh  vigour  to  the  Blood 
Of  every  living  thing.  „ 


The  LI  BEK'i  i  IV  £. 

Chor.  The  Birds  have  been  ftnging  and  billing  before  us9 
'  And  all  the  fweet  Chorifiers  joyn  in  the  Chorus. 


# 


2.  The  Nightingales  t vith  jugging  Throats , 

Warble  out  their  pretty  Notes ,  / 

So  fweet ,  fo  fweet ,  fo  fweet : 

ffrwj  ow  Loz/e*  and  Pleafures  greet. 

Chor.  Tkw  /et  o«r  Pipe*  found,  let  us  dance,  let  us  ftng. 

Till  the  murmuring  Groves  with  loud  Eecho’s  Jhali  ring.  CDance  begins. 


3.  How  happy  are  we. 

From  all  jealoufy  free  \ 

No  dangers  nor  cares  can  annoy  us : 

We  toy  and  we  kifs , 

And  Love’s  cur  chief  blifs  \ 

Apleafure  that  never  can  cloy  us. 

Ghor.  Our  days  we  confume  in  unenvied  delights , 

And  in  Love  and  foft  refl  our  happy  long  Nights r 

/ 

4.  Each  Nymph  does  impart 
Her  Love  without  Art ,  $ 

To  her  Swain ,  who  thinks  that  his  chief  Treafure. 
No  envy  is  fear’d , 

No  fighs  are  e’er  heard , 

But  thofe  which  are  caus'd  by  our  pleafure. 

Chor.  flTen  we  feel  the  blefs’d  Raptures  of  innocent  Love , 
No  joys  exceed  ours  but  the  pleafures  above . 


General 

Chorus. 


In  thefe  delightful  fragrant  Groves , 

Let’s  celebrate  our  happy  Loves. 

Let’s  pipe,  and  dance,  and  laugh ,  and  fmg 3 
Thus  every  happy  living  thing. 

Revels  in  the  chearful  Spring. 


[pancc  continues. 


•  Enter  Don  John,  Don  Lopez,  Don  AntoioJo  JacoHi°. 

'b.  John.  So,  thus  far  we  are  fafe,  we  have  aimoftkihdom  Horfes  v^ith 

ridins  crofs  out  of  all  pvoads.  *  c 

yjom.  Nay,  you  have  had  as  little  mercy  on  them,  as  if  they  haa  o,‘.n 

Men  or  Women :  But  yet  we  are  not  fafe,  let  us  fly  6rthei\ 

D  lobn  The  Houfe  l  lighted  at  was  mine  during  my  U‘C,  which  l  la.  . 
that  fello  w  he  lincehi  holds  by  that  tenure,  will  carefully  conceal  us. 
j acorn.  ’Tis  a  tenure  I  will  not  give  him  two  Months  purchafe  for. 

D.  John.  Befides,  our  Swords  are  us’d  to  conqueit. 

D.  Anto.  At  worit,  there  is  a  Church  hard  by.  *  •••  P-^t  ‘ 

^D.i^/Lotkhere,  here  are  Shepherds,  and  yi>  -pretty  Wenches  *  (hah 
we  be  idle,  Don  \  1  o,  jm 


■  • 
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D.  Aflto.  By  no  means  •,  ’tisa  longtime,  me-thinks,  fince  we  wefe  vicious^ 
D.  John.  Well  ferve  'em  as  the  Romans  did  the  Sabines ,  we’ll  rob  ’em  of 
their  Women  ;  only  we’ll  return  the  Punks  again,  when  we  have  us’d  them. 
jacom.  For  Heaven’s  lake  hold. 

D.  John.  Sirrah,  no  more  9  do  as  we  do,  Ravilb,  Rafcal,  or  by  my  Sword, 
1*11  cut  thee  into  fo  many  pieces,  it  (hall  pole  an  Arithmetician  to  fumm  up  the 
fractions  of  thy  Body. 

Jacom.  I  Ravilb !  O  good  Sir !  my  Courage  lies  not  that  way  ^  alas,  I, 

I  am  almolt  famifa’d,  1  have  not  eat  to  day. 

D,  John.  Sirrah,  by  Heaven  do  as  1  bid  thee,  or  thou  lhalt  never  eat  again. 
Shall  1  keep  a  Rafcal  for  a  Cypher  ? 

Jacom.  Oh  !  What  will  become  of  me  ?  I  mull  do  it. 

D.  John.  Come  on.  Rogue,  fall  on. 

D.  Jnto.  Which  are  you  for  ? 

D.  John.  *Tis  all  one,  l  am  not  in  Love,  but  in  Lull,  and  to  fuch  a  one,  a 
Belly  full's  a  Belly  full,  and  there’s  an  end  on’t. 

1.  Sbepberdefs.  What  means  this  violence  ? 

2.  Sbepberdefs.  Oh  !  Heav’n  prated  us. 

Jacom.  Well,  1  mull  have  one  too  *,  if  I  be  bang’d,  I  had  as  good  be  hang’d 
for  fomething.  [Every  one  runs  off  with  a  Woman. 

D.  Lop.  Rogues,  come  not  on  we’ii  be  in  your  Guts. 

Jl1!  Shcpberdeffes.  Help,  help.  [They  cry  out . 

i .  Skep.  What  Devils  are  thefe  ?  [Exeunt . 

[Three  or  Jour  Shepherds  return  with  Jacomo! 
i.  Shcp.  Here’s  one  Rogue.  Have  we  caught  you.  Sir?  We’ll  cool  your 
courage. 

Jacom.  Am  1  taken  prifoner  ?  I  (hall  be  kept  as  an  Honourable  Hoflage  at 

/  2.  Shcp.  Where  are  thefe  Villains,  thefe  Ravifhers  ? 

Jacom.  Why  you  need  not  keep  fuch  a  Itir,  Gentlemen,  you  will  have  all 
your  Women  again,  and  no  harm  done.  Let  me  go.  I’ll  fetch  ’em  to  you. 

1 .  Sbey.  No,  you  libidinous  Swine  ;  we’ll  revenge  the  Rapes  on  you. 

Jacom.  Good  kind  civil  People,  pals  this  by  ;  ’Tis  true,  my  Mailer’s  a  very 

Tar  quin ;  but  I  never  attempted  to  ravifh  before. 

2  Ship,  ill  recure  you  from  ever  doing  of  it  again.  Where’s  your  Knife  ? 
Jacom.  Heav’n  !  What  do  you  mean  ?  Ofpareme!  I  am  unprepar’d  *  let 
me  be  confefh 

r.  Sbep.  We  will  not  kill  you,  we’ll  but  geld  you  *  are  you  fo  hot.  Sir  ? 
Jacom.  O  bloody  Villains !  have  a  care,  ’tis  not  a  feafon  for  that,  the  Sign’s 

E  L  Scorpio. 

2,  chop.  Down  with  him - 

Jacom.  o  help  help !  Murder !  Murder  1  have  a  are  what  you  do,  J  am 

he  faft  of  all  my  Race - Will  you  deflroy  a  whole  Stock,  and  takeaway  my 

vtprefencers  of  my  Family -  yi  ■  / 

i.Shef.  There  ihall  be  no  more  of  the  breed  of  you— — * 

Jacom.  I  am  of  an  ancient  Family  7  will  you  cut  off  all  hopes  of  a  Son  and 
,  fe  ?  help  |  help !  Mailer  !  Don  fobn  >  Oh  !  Oh!  Oh  / 
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*  Enter  Don  John,  Don  Lopez,  Don  Antonio. 

D.  John.  How  now.  Rogues  ?  do  you  abufe  my  Man  ? 

Jacom.  O  Sir,  this  is  the  firft  good  thing  you  ever  did :  II  you  had  not 
come  juft  in  the  nick,  I  had  loft  my  Manhood. 

D.  Anto.  ’Tis  no  matter  for  the  ufe  you  make  on’t. 

D.  Lop .  But  come,  let’s  now  to  Supper. 

Jacom.  Come  on,  I  am  alraoft  ftarv’d.  [Exeunt. 


fit. 

m 


Shepherds  return. 

i.  Shep.  Let’s  not  complain,  but  dog  the  Rogues,  and  when  we  have  Hous’d 

WP  Will  tn  flip  npvt  Waffifl-fafp  in/1  Kurr  Vile  nninar  *-r\  annrafianJ 


’em,  we  will  to  the  next  Magiftrate,  and  beg  his  power  to  apprehend  ’em. 

[Exeunt. 


The  SCENE  changes  toaCHURCH,  with  the  Statue 
of  Don  PEDRO  on  Horfeback  in  it. 


D.  John.  Let’s  in  and  fee  this  Church. 

Jacom.  Is  this  a  time  to  fee  Churches  ?  But  let  me  fee  whofe  Statue’s  this  ? 
O  Heav’n !  this  is  Don  Pedro* s,  whom  you  murder’d  at  Sevil . 

D.  John.  Say  you  fo,  read  the  Infcription. 

Jacom.  Here  lies  Don  Pedro,  G over nour  of  Sevil,  barbaroufly  Murder'd  by  that 
Impious  Villain  Don  John,  ’ gainjt  whom  his  innocent  Blood  cries  ftiU  for  Vengeance. 

D .  John.  Let  it  cry  on.  Art  thou  there  i’faith  ?  Yes,  I  kill’d  thee,  and 
wou’d  do’t  again  upon  the  fame  occafion.  Jacomo — •  Invite  him  to  Supper. 

Jacom.  What,  a  Statue  !  invite  a  Statue  to  Supper  ?  Ha,  ha - can 

Marble  eat  ? 

D.  John.  I  fay,  Rafcal,  tell  him  I  would  have  him  Sup  with  me. 


Jacom.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Who  the  Devil  put  this  Whim fy  into  your  Head? 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  invite  a  Statue  to  Supper  ? 

D.  John.  I  (hall  fpoil  your  mirth.  Sirrah  ^  I  will  have  it  done. 

Jacom .  Why,  ’tis  impoflible }  wou’d  you  have  me  luch  a  Coxcomb,  invite 
Marble  to  eat  ?  ha,  ha,  ha. 

[He  goes  fever al  times  towards  the  Statue  and  returns  Laughing. 
Good  Mr.  Statue,  if  it  fnall  pTfafe  your  Worlhip,  my  Mafter  defires  you  to 

make  Collation  with  him  prefently -  i 

#  [The  Statue  nods  his  Head ,  Jacomo  falls  down  and  toars. 

Oh  I  am  dead  !  Oh,  Oh,  Oh. 

D.  John.  The  Statue  nods  its  Head  ^  ’tis  odd - 

D.  Anto.  ’Tis  wonderful.^ 

D  Lop.  7  am  amaz’d. 

'Jacom.  Oh !  I  cannot  ftir  /  Help,  helpi 

D.  John.  Well,  Governour,  come,  take  part  of  a  Collation  with  me,  ?tis  by 
this  time  ready  \  make  hafte,  ’tis  I  invite  you  [Statue  nods  again. 

Say  you  fo  ?  come  on,  let’s  fet  all  things  in  order  quickly. 

Jacom.  Ob1,  fly,  fly 

D.  Alto.  This  is  Prodigious.  .  _ 

'  " '  [Exeunt  Dm  John;  Von  Lopez,  Dot  Antonio,  jacomo. 
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The  SCENE  is  a  Dining-Room,  a  Table  fpread;  ' 
Servants  fetting  on  Meat  and  Wine. 

.  t 

D.  John.  Come,  our  Meat  is  ready,  let’s  fit.  Pox  on  this  foolilh  Statue, 
it  puzles  me  to  know  the  reafon  on’t  Sirrah,  I’ll  give  you  leave  to  fit. 

D.  Anto.  Let’s  eat,  ne’er  think  on’t. 

Jacom.  Ay,  come,  let’s  eat*,  I  am  too  hungry  now  to  think  on  the 

fright - -  [  Jacomo  eats  greedily. 

D.  John.  This  is  excellent  Meat :  How  the  Rogue  eats !  You’ll  choak  your 
felf - 

Jacom.  I  warrant  you,  look  to  your  felf. 

D.  Anto.  Why,  Jacomo ,  is  the  Devil  in  you  ? 

Jacom.  No,  no  ^  if  he  be,  ’tis  a  hungry  Devil. 

D.  Lop.  Will  you  not  drink  ? 

Jacom.  I’ll  lay  a  good  foundation  firft. 

D.  John.  The  Rafcal  eats  like  a  Cannibal. 

Jacom.  Ay,  *cis  no  matter  for  that.  / 

D.John.  Some  Wine,  Sirrah. 

Jacom.  There,  Sir,  take  it  ^  I  am  in  hafte. 

D.  Anto.  ’sdeath,  the  Fool  will  be  ftrangl’d. 

Jacom.  The  Fool  knows  what  he  does. 

D.  John.  Here’s  to  Don  Pedro's  Ghoft,  he  fhould  have  been  welcome. 
Jacom.  O  name  him  not. 

D.  Lop.  The  Rafcal  is  afraid  of  him  after  death.  4 

Jacom.  Oh!  Oh!  Some  Wine,  give  me  fome  Wine.  £  Almoft  choak'd. 

D.  Anto.  Take  it. 

Jacom.  So,  now  ’tis  down. 

D.  Anto.  Are  you  not  fatisfy’d  yet  ?  ** 

Jacom.  Peace,  peace  •  I  have  but  juft  begun.  [One  knocks  hard  at  the  door . 
Who’s  there  ?  Come  i %  I  am  very  bufy. 

D.  John.  Rife,  and  do  your  duty. 

Jacom.  But  one  Morfel  more,  I  come.  -  [ Knocks  again. 

What  a  pox,  Ace  you  mad  ?  [Opens  the  door. 

f  Enter  Ghoft. 

Oh  !  the  Devil,  the  Devil.  * 

D.  John.  Hah  !  it  is  the  Ghoft,  let’s  rife  and  receive  him. 

D.  Anto.  1  am  amaz’d. 

D.  Lop.  Not  frighted  are  you  ? 

D.  Anto.  I  fcorn  the  thoughts  of  fear.  [They  falute  the  Ghoft'. 

D.John.  Gome,  Governour,  you  are  welcome,  fit  there-  if  we  had 
thought  you  would  have  come,  we  wou’d  have  ftaid  for  you. ,  But  come  on. 
Sirrah,  give  me  fome  Wine.  /  [The  Ghoft  fits. 

Jacom.  Oh  !  I  am  deed  ^  what  (hall  7  do  ?  1  dare  not  come  near  you/ 

D.  John.  Come,  Rafcal,  or  I’ll  cut  your  Throat. 

[Fills  Wine ,  his  Hand , trembles . 

Jacom.  1  come,  I  come,  I  come/  Oh  ! .  Oh  ! 


4!> 


The  LIBERTINE. 

D.  John.  Why  do  you  tremble,  Rafcral  ?  Hold  it  fteadily - ~ 

Jacom.  Oh  !  I  cannot. 

CJacomo  fnatches  Meat  from  the  Table,  and  runs  a  fide. 

D.  John.  Here,  Governour,  your  Health  .  Friends,  put  it  about.  Here’s 
excellent  Meat  tafte  of  this  Ragouft.  if  you  had  had  a  Body  of  Flelh,  I 

would  have  given  you  cher  entire - but  the  Women  care  not  for  Marble. 

Come,  I’ll  help  you  ?  Come,  Eat,  and  let  old  Quarrels  be  forgottea. 

Ghoft.  I  come  not  here  to  take  Repaft  with  you  ; 

Heaven  has  permitted  me  to  animate 

This  Marble  Body,  and  I  come  to  warn  ,  . 

You  of  that  Vengeance  is  in  ftore  for  you. 

If  you  amend  not  your  pernicious  Lives. 

Jacom.  O  Heav’n  ! 

D.  Anto.  What,  are  you  come  to  Preach  to  us  ? 

D.  Lop.  Keep  your  Harangues  for  Fools  that  will  believe  ’em. 

D.  John.  We  are  too  much  confirm’d.  Pox  O"  this  dry  difeourfe,  giye  me 
fome  Wine.  Come,  here’s  to  your  Miftrefs*  you  had  one  when  you  were 
living  :  Not  fogetting  your  fweet  Sifter.  Sirrah,  more  Wine. 

Jacom .  Ay,  Sir — 'Good  Sir,  do  not  provoke  the  Ghoft  •  his  Marble  Fifts 
may  fly  about  your  Ears,  and  knock  your  Brains  out.  * 

D.  Jolm.  Peace,  Fool. 

Ghoft.  Tremble,  you  impious  Wretches,  and  repent  7 
Behold,  the  Pow’rs  of  Hell  wait  for  you.  [Devils  rifta 

Jacom.  Oh  !  I  will  fteal  from  hence.  G  the  Devil ! 

D.^John.  Sirrah,  ftir  not  ^  by  Heav’n  I’ll  me  thee  worfe  than  Devils  can  do. 
Come  near.  Coward.  y 

Jacom.  O  I  dare  not  ftir  What  will  become  of  me  ? 

D.  John.  Come,  Sirrah,  Eat. 

Jacom.  O  Sir,  my  Appetite  is  fatisfied. 

D.  John.  Drink,  dog,  the  Ghoft'1  s  Health :  Rogue,  do’t,  or  1*11  run  my 
Sword  down  your  Throat. 

Jacom.  Oh  !  Oh  !  Here,  Mr.  Statue,  your  Health. 

D.  John.  Now  Rafcal,  Sing  to  entertain  him. 

Jacom.  Sing,  quoth  he  !  ,Oh  !  I  have  loft  my  Voice  ^  I  cannot  he  merry 
in  fuch  Company.  Sing - 

D.  Anto.  Who  are  thefe  with  ugly  Shapes  ? 

D.  Lop.  Their  manner  of  appearing  is  fomething  ftrange. 

Ghoft.  They’re  Devils,  that  wait  for  fuch  hard  impious  Men. 

They’re  Heaven’s  Inftruments  of  Eternal  Vengeance. 

D.  John.  Are  they  fome  of  your  Retinue T -.Devils  fay  you?  lamforryl 

have  no  burnt  Brandy  to  treat  ’em  with  that’s  drink  fit  for  Devils - 

Hah  !  they  vanilh.  [They  firth. 

Ghoft.  Cannot  the  fear  of  Hail’s  Eternal  Tortures 
Change  the  horrid  courfe  of  your  abandon’d  lives  ? 

Think  on  thofe  Fires,  thofe  everlafti  ng  Fires, 

That  (hall  without  confuming  burn  you  ever. 

D.  John.  Dreams,  dreams,  too  flight  to  iofe  mv  pleafure  for. 
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In  fpight  of  all  you  fay,  I  will  go  o:>.A 
Till  I  have  furfcited  on  all  delights. 

Youth  is  a  Fruit  that  can  but  once  be  gather’d. 

And  I’ll  enjoy  it  to  the  full.  ”  ^ 

D.  Anto.  Let’s  pulb  it  on  ^  Nature  chalks  out  the  way  thatfwe  fhould  follow., 

D.  Lop.  'Tis  her  fault,  if  we  do  that  vve  fhou’d  not.  Let’s  on,  here’s  a 
Brimmer  to  our  Leaders  Health. 

J acorn.  What  hellifh  Fiends  are  thefe  ? 

D.  John.  Let  me  tell  you,  ’tis  fomething  ill  bred  to  rail  at  your  Ho/l  that 
treats  you  civilly.  You  have  not  yet  forgot  your  Quarrel  to  me. 

Ghoft.  ’Tis  for  your  good  ;  by  me  Heaven  warns  you  of  its  Wrath,  and 
gives  you  a  longer  time  for  your  Repentance.  I  invite  you  this  night  to, a 
Repaft  of  mine. 

D.  John,  Where  ? 

Ghoft.  At  my  Tomb. 

D.  Ante.  What  time  ? 

Ghoft.  At  dead  of  Night. 

D.  John.  We’ll  come.  y 

Ghoft.  Fail  not. 

D.  Lop.  I  warrant  you. 

Ghoft.  Farewel,  and  think  upon  your  loft  condition. 

D.  John.  Farewel,  Governour,  I’ll  fee  what  treat  you’ll  give  us, 

D.  Ant.  1 
D.  Lop.f  A  .  1 

Jacom.  That  will  not  I.  Pox  on  him,  I  have  had  enough  of  his  company^ 
I  fhall  not  recover  it  this  week.  If  I  Eat  with  fuch  an  Hoft,  Ml  be  hang’d. 

D.  John.  If  you  do  not,  by  Heaven  you  fhall  be  hang’d. 

Jacom.  Whither  will  your  leudnefs  carry  me  ?  I  do  not  care  for  having  a 
Ghoft  for  my  Landlord.  Will  not  thefe  Miracles  do  good  upon  you  ? 

^D.  John.  There’s  nothing  happens  but  by  Natural  Caufes, 

Which  in  unufual  things  Fools  cannot  find. 

And  then  they  Style  ’em  Miracles.  But  no  Accident 
Gan  alter  me  from  what  I  am  by  Nature. . 

Were  there - 


Legions  of  Ghofts  and  Devils  in  my  way, 

One  moment  in  my  courfe  of  Pleafure  I’d  not  ftay. 


C Exeunt  Ornnes . 


A  C  T  V. 


Enter  Jacomo,  with  Back ,  Breaft^  and  ad-piece. 


Jacom.  w  ELL,  this  damn’d  Mai';  sr  of  mine  will  not  part  with  me ;  and 


.  -  we  muft  fight  five  or  f:  tunes  a  day,  one  day  with  another, 
that’s  certain  ;  Therefore  thou  art  svT  -  honeft  Jacomo,  to  arm  thy  1  elf,  I 
take  it.  Sa,  fa,  fa —  me-thinks  I  am  very  pliant  on  the  fuddain.  Sa,  fa,  fa.  Hah/ 
..there  I  have  you.  Paph —  Have  at  you  ,  tb —  there  1  have  you  through  ;  That 
a  fine  thru  It  ia  tierce.  Hah—  dea*  ?vi&t  noife  is  h  Entet^ 


7 
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f  Ftffer  I/e?*  John. 

D.  John.  How  ilbw,  Sirrah,  what  are  you  doing  ? 

Jacom.  -Nothing,  but  ptaftifing  to  run  People  through  the  Bodies,  that’s 
■all ;  for  I  know  fome  body’s  Throat  muifc  be  cut  before  midnight. 

D.  John.  In  Armour  too  /  why,  that  cannot  help  you,  you  are  fuch  a  cow¬ 
ardly  Fool  •,  fear  will  betray  you  falter  within,  than  that  can  defend  you 
without - 

Jacom.  I  fear  no  body  breathing,  I !  nothing  can  terrify  me  but  the  devilifh 
Ghoft.  Ha !  who’s  tha«  coming  ?  Oh  Heaven  1  fi  Leaps  back . 

D.  John.  Is  this  your  Courage  ?  You  are  preparing  for  flight  before  an 
Enemy  appears. 

Jacom.  No,  no.  Sir,  not  I ;  I  only  leapt  back  to  put  my  felf  upon  my 

guard - Fa,  la,  la - 

Enter  Don  Lopez,  and  Don  Antonio. 

D.  John.  Whom  have  we  here  ? 

Jacom.  O  where  !  where  !  who  are  they  ? 

D.  John.  O  my  Friends !  where  have  you  been  ? 

D.  Ante.  We  went  to  view  the  {lately  Nunnery  hard  by,  and  have  b£en 
chatting  with  the  poor  Saji&ify’d  Fools  till  it’s  dark  ^  we  have  been  chaffering 
for  Nuns-Flefh.  r 

D.  Lop.  There  I  made  fuch  a  difeovery,  if  you  do  net  affifl  me,  I  am  ruin’d 
forever.  Don  Barnardo's  Sifter,  whom  1  fell  in  Love  with  in  Sevil ,  is  this 
day  plac’d  there  for  Probation  ^  and  if  you  cannot  advife  me  to  fome  way  or 
other  of  getting  her  out,  for-fome  p;  tent  occafion  I  have  for  her,  1  am  a  10$ 
Man,  that’s  certain. 

D.  Anto.  The  bufinefs  is  difficult,  and  we  refolve  to  manage  it  in  Council. 

Jacom.  Now  will  they  bring  me  into  fome  wicked  occafion  or  other  of  {hew¬ 
ing  my  Prowefs :  A  pox  on  ’em. 

D.  John.  Have  you  fo  long  followed  my  fortunes,  to  boggle  at  difficulty 
upon  fo  honourable  an  occafion  ?  befides,  here  is  no  difficulty. 

D.  Lop.  No  ?  The  Walls  are  fo  high,  and  the  Nunnery  fo  ftrongly  fortify’d, 
twill  be  impoffible  to  do  it  by  force  ^  we  muft  find  fome  Stratagem. 

D.  John.  The  Stratagem  is  foon  found  out - * 

D.  Anto.  As  how,  Don  John  ?  • 

D.John.  Why,  1  will  fee  fire  on  the  Nunnery  ^  Fire  the  hive,  and  the 
drones  muft  out,  or  be  burnt  within  :  Then  may  you,  with  cafe,  under  pre¬ 
tence  of  fuccour,  take  whom  you  will. 

D.  Lop.  ’Tis  a  gallant  defign. 

D.  Anto.  1  long  to  be  about  it.  Well,  Don,  thou  art  the  braveft  Fellow 
breathing.  .  -  .  i 

jacom.  Gentlemen,  pray  what  became  of  that  brave  fellow,  tint  Fir’d  the 
Temple  at  Epbefus  ?  Was  he  not  hang’d.  Gentlemen,  hum - 

D.  Anto.  We  are  his  Rivals,  Fool  ^  /and  who  would  not  fuffer  for  Jfo  brave 
an  Action  ? 

D.  John.  He  s  a  Scoundrel  and  a  Poipltvoon,  that  would  not  have  his  death 
for  his  fame.  •  * 

D.  Lop .  That  he  is,  a  damn’d  Son  of  a  Whore,  and  not  fit  to  drink  with. 

Jacom.  ’Tis  a  rare  thing '£>  be  a  Mn~“.vr  for  the  D*>  H  ^  but  what  good  will 
infamy  do  you,  when  ypu  are  dead?  Honour  isrotning  hue  a  vapo^A  - 
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to  you,  while  you  are  living.  For  my  part  Fd  not  be  hang  1  ro  be  Alexander 
the  Great. 

D.  Anto.  What  a  Phlegmatick  dull  Ralcal  is-that,  who  has  no  Ambition 
in  him  ? 

Jacom.  Ambition/  what,  to  be  hang'd?  befides,  what’s  the  intrinfick 
value  of  Honour  when  a  Man  is  under  ground  ?  Let  ’em  but  call  me  honeft 
Jacon\o,  as  I  am,  while  l  live,  and  let  ’em  call  me,  when  I  am  dead,  Don 
John ,  if  they  will. 

D.  John.  Villain,  dare  you  prophane  my  Name  ? 

Jacom.  Hold,  Sir,  think  what  you  do  ^  you  cannot  hurt  me,  my  Arms  are 
Piilol  proof. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  I  come  to  give  you  qotice  of  an  approaching  danger  :  You  mufl  fly, 
an  Officer  with  fome  Shepherds  have  found  you  were  at  our  Houfe,  and  arc 
come  to  apprehend  you,  for  fome  out-rage  you  have  committed  •  I  came  to 
give  you  notice,  knowing  our  Family  has  a  great  refpedl  for  you. 

D.  John.  Yes,  I  know  your  Family  has  a  great  refpedfc  for  me,  for  I  have 
lain  with  every  one  in  it,  but  Thee  and  thy  Matter. 

Jacom.  Why  look  you  now,  1  thought  what,  ’twoud  come  to  :  Fly,  Sir,  fly  j 
the  darknefs  of  the  night  will  help  us.  Come  I’ll  lead  the  way. 

D.  John.  Stay  Sirrah,  you  fhall  have  one  occaiion  more  of  fhewing  your 
Valour. 

D.  Anto.  Did  ever  any  Knight  Eriant  fly,  that  was  fo  well  appointed  ? 

D.  Lop.  No,  you  lhall  flay,  and  get  Honour,  Jacomo. 

Jacom.  Pox  of  Honour,  1  am  content  with  the  flock  *  have  already. 

D.  John.  You  are  eafily  fatisfyed.  But  now  let’s  fire  the  Nunnery,. 

D.  Anto.  Come  on. 

D.  Lop.  I  long  to  be  at  it. 

Jacom.  O  Jacomo !  Thy  Life  is  not  worth  a  piece  of  Eight..  *Tis  in  vain 
to  diffwade  ’em  •  Sir,  I  will  never  trouble  you  with  another  Requefl,  if  you’ll 
be  gracioufly  pleas’d  to  leave  me  out  of  this  Adventure. 

D.  John.  Well,  you  have  your  defire. 

Jacom.  A  thoufand  Thanks,  and  when  I  fee  you  again,  I  will  be  humbly 
content  with  a  Halter.  * 

D.  John.  But^  do  you  hear,  Fool  ?  Stand  Centinel  here,  and  if  any  thing 
happens  extraordinary,  give  us  hotice  of  it. 

Jacom.  Ogood,  Sir!  What  do  you  mean  ?  that’s  as  bad  as  going  with  yon,- 

D.  John.  Let  me  find  you*  here  when  I  come  again,  or  you  are  a  dead 
Man -  [Exeunt  Don  John,  Don  Lopez,  Don  Antonio. 

Jacom.  Iam  fu  re  I  am  a  deaf  Man,  if  you  find  me  here:  But  would  my 
Armour  were  offnow,  that  1  might  run  the  lighter.  Night  aflift  me.  Heaven! 
What  Doife  is  that  ?  To  be  left  alone  in  the  dark,  and  fear  Ghofts  and  Devils* 
is  very  horrible.  -  But  Oh  !  V^ho  are  ihele? 

Enter  Officer ,  Gm:U,  and  Shepherds. 

r.  Shep.  We  are  thus  far  night,  the  Ravifnerfwent  th  is  way. 

2.  Shop.  For  Heaven's  lake  take  ’eat  d  ead  or  alive  \  fach  defpeiate  Villains 
ne'er  were-feen, 
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Jacom.  So,  if  I  be  catch’d  I  (hall  be  bang’d  •  if  not,  I  (hall  be  kill’d.  ■ 

Very  fine,  thefe  are  the  Shepherds,  i'll  hide  my  felf. 

He  /lands  up  clofe  againft  the  Watt, 
i.Shep.  If  we  catch  the  Rogues,  well  broil  ’em  alive-,  no  death  can  be 
painful  enough  for  fuch  Wretches. 

J acorn.  O  blopdy- minded  Men - 

2.  Shep .  O  impious  vile  Wretches!  That  we  had  you  in  our  clutches?' 
Open  your  dark  Lanthorn,  and  let’s  fearch  for  ’em. 

Jacom „  What  will  become  of  me  ?  my  Armour  will  not  do  now. 
i.  Shep.  Thus  far  we  hunted  them  upon  a  good  fcent :  But  now  we  are  at 
a  fault. 

Jacom.  Let  me  fee,  1  have  one  trick  left,  I  have  a  difguife  will  fright  the 
Devil. 

i.  Shep ^  They  muft  be  hereabouts. 

Jacom.  I’ll  in  amongft  them,  and  certainly  this  will  fright  ’em. 

1.  Shtp.  O  Heaven  !  What  horrid  Obje&’s  this  ? 

Jacom.  The  Devil. 

2.  Shep.  O  fly,  fly,  the  Devil,  the  Devil,  fly - 

[_Ex<hint  Shepherds  frighted. ' 
Jacom.  Farewel,  good  Gentlemen.  This  is  the  firft  time  my  Face  e’er  did 
me  good.  But  I’ll  not  flay,  I  take  it  ^  Yet  whither  (hall  I  fly  ?  Oh  !  What 
noife  is  that  ?  1  am  in  the  dark,  in  a  ftrange  place  too  ^  What  will  follow  ? 

There  lie,  O  my  Arms.  Hah  !  who’s  there  ?  Let  me  go  this  way-? - Q  the 

Ghoft !  the  Gtioft  !  Gad  forgjve  me,  ’twas  nothing 

but  my  fear.  O  vile  W retches !  they  have  done  the  [  A  noife  within ,  Fire , 

deed.  There  is  no  flying,  now  the  place  will  be  full  Firey  the  Nunnery's. on 

of  People,  and  wicked  Lights,  that  will  difeover  me,  Fire. 

if  I  fly.  - 

Within.  Fire,  Fire,  Fire  ^  the  Nunnery’s  on  Fire  *,  help,  help - 

P Several  People  crofs  the  Stagey  crying  Fire. 
Jacom.  What  (hall  I  do  ?  there’s  no  way  but  one.  I’ll  go  with  the  croud. 

Fire,  Fire - Murder!  Help!  Help!  Fire!  Fire - 

\_More  Ptople  crofs  the  Stag o,  he  runs  with  them. 

Enter  Don  John,  Don  Antonio,  Don  Lopez,  four  Nuns. 

D.  John.  Fear  not,  Ladies,  well  proted  you. 
i.  Nun.  Our  Sex  and  Habits  will  proted  us. 

D.  Lop.  Not  enough,  we  will  proted  you  better, 
i.  Nun.  Pray  leave  us,  we  mull  not  contort  with  Men. 

D.  Anto.  What  would  you  run  into  the  Fire  to  avoid  Mankind  ?  You  are 
zealous  Ladies  indeed.  . 

D.  John.  Come,  Ladies,  walk  with  us  y  we’ll  put  yt>u  in  a  place  of  fafety. 
r.  Nun.  We’ll  go  no  further,  we  are  fafe  enough  •,  be  gone,  and  help  to 
quench  the  Fire.  #  , 

D.  John.  We  have  another  Fire  to  quench  ^  come  along  with  us. 

D.  Lop.  Ay,  come,  you  muft  go.  /  s  A 

D.  Anto.  Gome  along,  we  know  what’s  good  for  you  *  you  muft  go ; 
wfch  us.. 

i.  W 
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uNun.  Heav’n!  What  Violence  is  this  ?  What  impious  Men  are  thefe? 

Help!  Help!  [Ad  cry  Help! 

Enter  Flavia  and  Clara  Probationers. 

Flav.  Here  arc  the  bloody  Villains,  the  caufes  of  our  mifery. 

Clar.  Inhumane  Butchers !  now  we’ll  have  your  Lives. 

D.  Job.  Hah  /  here  are  a  brace  of  my  Wives.  If  you  have  a  mind  to  this 
Fool,  take  her  bctvtixt  you  ;  for  my  part.  I’ll  have  my  own.  Come,  Wives, 
along With  me  ^  we  mud  confummatc,-  my  Spoufes,  we  muft  confummate. 
Clar.  What  Monfters  arc  thefe  ? 

All  Nuns.  Help  /  help  ! 

D.  Anio.  ’Sdeath !  thefe  foolifh  Women  arc  their  own'Enemies. 

D.  Lop.  Here  are  fo  many  people  ,  if  they  cry  out  more ,  they’ll  interrupt 
us  in  our  brave  defign. 

'  D.  Job.  I  warrant  you  •  when  they  cry  out ,  let  us  out-noife  ’em.  Come, 
Women,  you  mud  go  along  with  us. 

i.  Nun.  Heaven  /  What  (h all  we  do  ?  Help  !  help ! 

D.  Job.  Help  /  help  !  Fire  /  Fire  !  Fire  ! 

iHelp  /  help  ! 

D.  Anto.  S  1 

[They  bale  the  Women  by  the  hand: ,  who  Jlill  cry  out ,  and  they  with  them. 
Enter  feveral  people ,  crying  out  Fire ,  Jacomo  in  the  rear< 

Jxcom.  Fire  !  fire  !  fire  !  Help  !  Help  / 

’Sdeath  /  here’s  my  Mafter. 

D.  Job.  Sirra,  come  along  with  me,  I  have  ufe  of  you. 

Jacom.  Iam  caught. 

D.  Job.  Here,  Sirra,  take  one  of  my  Wi  ves,  and  force  her  after  me. 

•Do  you  rcpJfe  Villain  ? 

Enter  Shepherds ,  with  Officer  and  Guards. 

Nuns.  Help  /  help  /  good  people  help  /  Refcue  us  from  thefe  Villains. 

1.  Shep.  Who  are  you,  commiting  violence  on  Women  ? 

2.  Shep .  Heavens  1  they  are  the  Villains  we  feek  for. 

Jacom.  Where  is  my  Armour  now  ?  Oh  my  Armour. 

Officer.  Fall  on. 

[They  fight,  Women  fly,  Jacomo  falls  down  as  kill'd. 
Two  Shepherds  and  the  Officer  are  kill’d. 

D.  Job.  Say  you  fo.  Rogues  ? 

D.  Lop.  So,  the  Field’s  our  own, 

D.  Job.  But  a  pox  on’t,  we  have  bought  a  Vidory  too  dear ,  we  have  loft 
the  Women. 

D.  Anto.  Well  find  ’em  again.  But  poor  Jacomo’ s  kill’d. 

Jacom.  That’s  a  Lye.  [Afide. 

D.  Lop.  ’Faith,  let’s  carry  off  our  Dead. 

D.  Job.  Agreed  ^  well  bury  him  in  the  Church  while  the  Ghoft  Treats  us, 
well  Treat  the  Worms  with  the  Body  of  a  Rafcal.  , 

Jacom.  Not  yet  a  while.  [Afide. 

D.  L  op ^  Come,  let’s  take  away  the  Fool. 

Ja~om,  No,  the  Fool  can  take  up  himfelf.  ’Sdeath  /  von  rpfnlvp  not 
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let  meal  me  ce-;:l  -1  alive- — - 
Here  are  more  Murders,  On  ! 

D.  Lop.  Oh  counterfeiting  Rafcal !  Are  you  alive  ? 

[The  Clock  fir  ikes  Txnlve. 

D.  Anto.  The  Clock  ftrikes  Twelve. 

D.  Joh.  ’Slife,  our  time’s  come,  we  mull  to  the  Tomb :  I  would  not  break 

my  word  with  the  Ghoft  for  a  thoufand  Doubloons - 

Jacom.  Nor  I  keep  it  for  ten  times  the  Money. 

D.  Job.  But  you  fliall  keep  your  word,  Sir. 

Jacom.  Sir,  I  am  refolv’d  to  Fait  to  night,  5tis  a  Vigil  :  Befides,  I  care  not 
for  eating  in  fuch  bafe  Company. 

Within.  Follow,  follow,  follow—- — 

D.  Lop.  D’hear  that  noife  ?  The  remaining  Rogues  have  rais’d  the  Mobile, 
and  are  coming  upon  us. 

Jacom.  Oh  !  let’s  fly — fly — What  will  become  of  me  ? 

D.  Anto.  Let’s  to  the  Church,  and  give  the  Rogues  the  Go-by. 

D.  Joh.  Come  on,  fince  ’tis  my  time  ,  and  I  have  promift  the  Gove rnour. 
I’ll  go — You  had  belt  ftay,  Sirra,  tfcpd  be  taken. 

Jacom.  No :  Now  I  muft  go  to  the  Church  whether  I  will  or  no.  Away, 
away,  flie ! 

Enter  T wo  Shepherds  with  a  great  Rabble. 

Here  they  went ;  follow,  follow -  f Exeunt  Ornnes, 


The  SCENE  the  Church,  the  Statue  of  Don  Pedro  on  Horfeback ; 
on  each  fide  of  the  Church,  Don  John's  Father’s  Ghoft,  Maria's, 
Don  Franctfco' s,  Leonora's,  Flora's,  Maria's  Brothers,  and  others, 
with  Torches  in  their  hands. 

Enter  Don  John,  Don  Antonio,  Don  Lopez,  Jacomo. 

Jacom.  Good  Sir,  let’s  go  no  farther  ^  look  what  horrid  Attendants  are  here. 
This  wicked  Ghoft  has  no  good  meaning  in  him. 

^D.John.  He  refolves  to  Treat  us  in  State  *  I  think  he  has  robb’d  all  the 
Graves  hereabouts  of  their  Dead,  to  wait  upon  us. 

D.  Anto.  I  fee  no  Entertainment  prepar’d. 

D.  Lop.  He  has  had  the  manners  to  light  off  his  Hcrfe,  and  entertain  us. 

D.  John.  He  would  not  fure  be  fo  ill  bred,  to  make  us  wait  on  him  on  foot.. 
Jacom.  Pox  on  his  Breeding,  I  fhall  dye  with  fear  •,  I  had  as  good  have  been 
taken  and  Hang’d.  What  horrour  feizes  me  ' 

D.  John.  Well,  Governour,  you  fee  vve  are  as  good  as  our  words. 

D.  Anto.  Where’s  your  Collation  ? 

D.  Lop.  Bid  fome  of  your  Attendants  give  us  fome  Wine. 

Stat.  Have  you  not  yet  thought  on  your  loft  condition  ? 

Here  are  the  Ghofts  of  fome  whom  you  have  Murder'd, 

That  cry  for  Vengeance  on  you - 

Fathers  Ghofi.  Repent,  repent  of  all  your  horrid  crimes : 

Monfters,  Repent,  or  Hell  will  fwallow  you. 

D.  John.  That’s  my  old  Man’s  voice.  D’hear  old  Gentleman,  you  talk  id* 


[Ghofi  defiends. 
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Jacom.  I  do  repent,  O  fpare  me.  I  do  repent  of  all  my  fins,  but  efpedally 
of  following  this  wicked  Wretch.  £ Kneels . 

D.  Anto.  Away,  Fool.  [Anto.  hicks  him 

D,  Fran.  Ghoft .  My  Blood  cries  out  upon  thee,  barbarous  Wretch. 

D.  John.  That’s  my  Hoft  Francifcoy  'faith  thou  wert  a  good  honed:  Block¬ 
head,  that’s  the  truth  on’t - 

Flora's  Ghoft.  Thou  (halt  not  efcape  Vengeance  for  all  thy  crimes. 

D.  John .  What  Fool’s  that,  I  am  not  acquainted  with  her. 

Leon.  Ghoft.  In  time  lay  hold  on  Mercy,  and  repent. 

D.  John.  Thatjyas  Leonora ,  a  good  natur’d  filly  Wench,  fomething  too 
loving,  that  was  all  her  fault. 

Marla.  Villain,  this  is  the  laft  moment  of  thy  Life, 

And  thou  in  Flames  Eternally  (halt  howl. 

D.  John.,  Thou  ly’ft,  this  is  the  young  hot-headed  Fool  we  kill’d  at  Fran- 
cifco\  Pox  on  him,  he  difappointed  mein  my  defign  upon  the  Daughters. 
Would  thou  wert  alive  again,  that  I  might  kill  thee  once  more. 

D.  Lop.  No  wore  of  this  old  foolilh  (tuff  ^  give  us  feme  Wine  to  begin  with. 

D.  Ant\  Ay,  give  us  fome  Wine,  Govg^nonr. 

D.  John.  What,  do  you  think  to  treat  us  thus’  I  offer’d  you  a  better  En¬ 
tertainments  Prethee  trouble  us  no  more,  but  bid  tome  of  your  Attendants 
give  us  Lome  Wine  y  I’ll  drink  to  you  and  all  the  good  Company. 

St  at.  Give  ’em  the  Liquor  they  have  moft  delighted  in. 

[T  wo  of  the  Ghoft s  go  out ,  and  bring  four  G Ioffes  full  of  Blood 
then  give  'em  to  D.  John,  D.  Antonio..  D.  Lope*.. 

D.  Lop.  This  is  fomething. 

D.  John.  This  is  civil. 

D.  Lop .  I  hope  a  good  defect  will  follow. 

£ Ghoft  offers  a  Glafs  to  Jaeomo,  who  runs  round  I),  John, 
D.  Antonio,  D  Lopez  Roaring. 

Jacom.  Are  you  ftark  diftradted  ?  Will  you  drink  of  that  Liquor?  Oh  !  Oh  l 
What  d’  you  mean  ?  Good  fweet  Ghoft  forbear  your  civilky  ?  Oh  !  I  am  not 
dry,  I  thank  you - 

D.  John.  Give  it  me.  Here,  take  it.  Sirrah. 

Jacom.  By  no  means,  Sir,  1  never  drink  between  Meals.  O  Sir- — 

D  .John.  Take  it,  Rafcal. 

Jacom .  O  Heav’ns  !  ’ 

D.  John.  Now,  Governour,  your  Health  y  ’tis  the  reddeft  drink  I  ever  faw. 

D.  Lop.  Hah !  pah  !  ’tis  Blood. 

D.  Anto.  Pah  !  it  is - 

Jacom.  Oh  !  I’ll  have  none  of  it.  [ They  throw  the  GlaJJes  down. 

D.  John.  ’Sdeath  do  you  mean  to  affront  us  ? 

St  at.  ’Tis  fit  for  fuch  Blood- thirfty  Wretches.. 

D.  John.  Do  yoiTupbraid  me  with  my  killing  of  you  ?  I  did  it,  and  would 
do  it  again  :  i’de  fight  with  all  your  Family  one  by  one,  and  cut  off  root  and 
branch  to  enjoy  your  Sifter.  But  will  you  treat  us  yet  no  otJherwife  ? 

St  at.  Yes,  1  will,  ye  impious  Wretches.  £A  Flourijh.' 

D.  Lop.  What’s  here?  Mufick  to  treat  us  wiUi  ? 

\  Anto.  There  is  Fome  pleafure  in  this. 


SONG. 


SONG  of  Devils. 


V.  Dev.  Ty  Repare,  prepare ,  new  Guefis  draw  near', 

X  And  on  the  brink  of  Hell  appear. 

2.  Dev.  Kindle  frefh  Flames  of  Sulphur  there. 

Affemble  all  ye  Fiends , 

Wait  for  the  dreadful  ends 
Of  impious  Aden,  who  far  excel 
"  All  the  Inhabitants  of  Hell. 

Chorus  D - Let  ’em  come ,  let  ’em  come 

of  De-  >  To  an  Eternal  dreadful  Doom , 
vils.  J  Let  ’em  come ,  let  ’em  come. 

3.  Dev.  In  Mifchiefs  they  have  all  the  Damn’d  out-done 

Here  they  J hall  weep,  and  /hall  unpitty'd  groan. 
Here  they  J hall  howl ,  and  make  Eternal  moan. 

1 .  Dev.  By  Blood  and  Lufi  they  have  deferv’d  fo  well. 

That  they  J hall  feel  the  hottefi  Flames  of  Hell. 

2.  Dev.  In  vain  they  J hall  here  their  pafi  mifchiefs  bewail. 

In  exquifite  Torments  that  never  [hall  fail, 

3.  Dev.  Eternal  Darknefs  they  /hall  find. 

And  them  Eternal  Chains  J hall  bind 
To  Infinite  pain  of  Senfe  and  Mind. 


Chorus 
of  all. 


- Let  ’em  come,  let  ’em  come. 

To  an  Eternal  dreadful  Doom, 
Let  ’em  come ,  let  ’em  come. 


St  at.  Will  you  not  relent  and  feel  remorfe  ? 

D.  John.  Cou’dft  thou  bellow  another  Heart  on  me,  I  might ;  bufe  with 
this  Heart  I  have,  I  cannot. 

D.  Lop.  Thefe  things  are  Prodigious. 

D.  Anto.  I  have  a  kind  of  grudging  to  relent,  but  fomething  holds  me 
back.  .  .  '  «*% 

D.  Lop.  If  we  could,  ’tis  now  too  late ;  I  will  not. 

D.  Anto.  We  defy  thee. 

Stat.  Perilh  ye  impious  Wretches,  go  and  find 
The  Punifiiments  laid  up  in  fiorc  for  you. 

|7r  Thunders ,  Don  Lopez'  and  Don  Antonio 
are  /wallow'd  up. 

Behold  their  dreadful  Fates,  and  know,  that  thy  kft  Moment’s  come. 

I).  John.  Think  not  to  fright  me,  fooliih  Gbofc ,  l?ii  break  your  Marble 
Boay  in  pieces,  ana  pull  dov^  n  your  Horfe. 

/acorn.  If  JFear  has  left  me  my  Strength,  i’ii  ileal  away. 


f 
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D.  John.  Thefe  thirds  I  fee  with  Wonder,  but  no  Fear. 
Were  all  the  Element*  to  be  confounded. 

And  fhuflfd  all  into  their  former  Chaos  j 
Were  Seas  of  Sulphur  flaming  round  about  me. 

And  all  Mankind  roaring  within  thofe  Fires, 

I  could  not  fear  or  feel  the  leaft  remorfe. 

To  the  laft  in  ft  anti  would  dare  thy  Powcn 
Here  I  ftand  firm,  and  all  thy  Threats  contemn  ; 

Thy  Murderer  Hands  here,  now  do  thy  worlt. 


lit  Thunders  and  Lightens^  Devils  defeend 
and  /ink  with  Don  John,  who  is  cover'd 
with  a  Cloud  of  Fire  as  he  finks. 


Stat.  Thus  Perifh  all 

Thofe  Men,  who  by  their  Words  and  Aftions  dare,. 
Again#  the  Will  and  Power  of  Heav’n  declare. 


[JScene  /butu 


Xf  l  wrffc 


IUI 


n 

H 


Spoken  by  Jacomo. 


THrougb  all  the  Perils  of  the  Play  I've  run, 
But  know  not  how  your  fury  I  may  fhun  ; 
fm  in  new  dangers  now  to  be  undone— 

I  had  but  one  fierce  JMajler  there , 

- But  J  have  many  cruel  Tyrants  here , 

Who  do  mofi  bloodily  my  Life  purfue  ; 

Who  takes  my  Livelihood ,  may  take  that  too. 
yGainfl  little  Players  you  great  Faff  ions  raife. 

Make  Solemn  Leagues  and  Covenants  againjt  Plays . 
We,  who  by  no  Allies  affifled  are , 

Againji  the  Great  Confederates  mu  ft  make  War . 

You  need  not  firive  our  Province  to  o’er -run, 

By  cur  own  Stratagems  we  are  undone. 

We've  laid  out  all  our  Pains ,  nay  Wealth  for  youy 
And  yet ,  hard-hearted  Men,  all  will  not  do. 

’ Tis  not  your  'judgments  [way,  for  you  can  be 
Pleas'd  with  damn  a  Plays  (as  heart  can  wijh  to  fee) 
’ Ounds ,  we  do  what  rre  can ,  what  wou  d you  more  ? 
Why  do  you  come 1  and  rant,  and  damn,  and  roar  ? 

’ Sdeath ,  what  a  Devil  would  you  have  us  do  ? 

Each  take  a  Prifon,  and  there  humbly  fue , 

Angling  for  Jingle  Money  with  a  Shoo . 

Whap,  will  you  be  Don  Johns?  have  you  no  remorje? 
Fare  we!  then,  bloody  Men,  and  take  your  cotfrfj 


I 


k-ifc?  .'2. 


t  j?ay-~~~ 

If  ycn  ll  be  civile  we  will  treat  of  Peace , 
i  Aad  the  Articles  o  t'o  T reaty  J hall  be  thefe, 
a  Fir  ft,  to  the  Men  of  Wit  we  all  fubmit ; 

The  rejl  JbaU  fw  agger  too  within  the  Pit) 

And  may  roar  out  their  little  or  no  Wit . 

But  do  not  fwear  fo  loud  to  fright  the  City) 

Who  tic  liber  care  for  Wicked  Men,  nor  Witty  • 

They  ft  art  ai  ills  they  do  not  like  to  do) 

But  /hall  in  Shops  be  wickeder  than  you. 
u  Next)  youll  no  more  be  troubl'd  with  Machines . 

Item,  you  JJ,aU  appear  behind  our  Scenes 3 

And  there  make  Love  with  the  fweet  chink  of  Guineas, 

The  mnfified  Eloquence  of  Ninnies . 

Some  of  our  Women  /hall  be  kind  to  yoU) 

And  promife  free  ingrefs  and  egrefs  too. 

But  if  the  Faces  which  we  have)  wont  do, 

We  will  find  out  fome  of  Sixteen  for  you. 

We  will  be  civil  when  nought  elfe  will  win  ye  ; 

F  »  i  II  new  bait  our  Trap)  and  that  will  bring  ye, 

*  C  ')  faith  let  all  old  breaches  now  be  heald) 

And  the  faid  Articles  /hall  be  Sign'd  and  Seal'd, . 


